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He Is Chosen 


He stepped off the bus, fresh-faced and wide-eyed. He carried a suitcase in one hand and a bass guitar case in 
the other. When the bus' door closed with a clatter, he jumped. He was nervous but he was finally here! In 
Hollywood! The boy had lined up an apartment before he arrived. It wouldn't be much but it would be all his 
and it would be so fucking cool! His music classes started in a couple days and he just knew it would be the 
start of something great for him. 


He tilted his head back and his mouth fell open as he took in the sights around him. All the lights and all the 
commotion of Hollywood Boulevard. His first goal was to find the apartment. He knew the bus stop was within 


three blocks of the complex but he wasn't sure in which direction He also wasn't aware of the pair of eyes 


watching him. He turned to the left and looked down the street. Then he turned to his right. 


The boy of medium height, tapered waist and strong shoulders, large, curious hazel eyes and long, honey brown 


hair smiled at the man who approached. "Excuse me, sir." 


The man was taller, had dark, chocolate brown hair and beard, dressed in a black shirt and black jeans. He 


slowed and gave the boy a long once over glance. "What?" 


"Um, hi, I'm looking for this address." The young man gave him his phone, showing the address on the screen. 
‘Oh, that's three blocks this way. You'll see the place on your right. Big, ugly green building.’ 

"Thanks!" 

"No problem. Just get into town?" 

"Yeah! l'm starting a music program in two days." 

"Well, good luck" The man's smile was warm and geruine. 

"Thanks!" 

When the man lingered for a moment, the boy thought he knew what he might want. 


"Do you.. do you think you could show me. I'm .'m not too great with directions." A hip jutted out and fingers 
flew into his long hair. 


The older man smiled at the boy's attempt at flirting. "Yeah, | can do you one better. My van is right over 


there" The man pointed to an older, restored red and white van 
The boy eyed him warily. "You're not going to kidnap me, are you?" 

"Might. But somehow, | feel like you wouldn't mind" And the man chuckled and flashed that warm smile. He 
picked up the boy's hard shell guitar case and started toward his van, never bothering to check to see if he 
was following. The older man knew he would be. 

"What's your name?" The boy asked as the man opened the back doors of his van 

"Dave" 

"Get out! So's mine! David Ellefson from Minnesota" The boy held out his hand 

"Dave Grohl! 

"Cool" He smiled so brilliantly 

"Get in, David Ellefson from Minnesota" 

The older man drove the kid to his dump of an apartment. He waited as the kid checked in with the landlord 


and received his key. As the boy fidgeted with the key, Dave waited behind him, practically drooling over the 
boy's long hair and tight ass. 


When he swung the door open and stepped in, the boy audibly groaned. The apartment was tiny and filthy. Bugs 
scurried back into their hiding places and a smell so awful the older man wretched, wafted up from the stained 
carpet. 

"You're not staying here." 

The boy turned and stared at the man. "But this is my new place." 

‘Its disgusting. Come on" 

"Where?" 

"My house." 

"But | don't even know you." 


"Yes, you do. | told you my name." 


"| mean | know nothing about you. | can't just go with you to your house. How do | know you aren't going to 


murder me?" 


The older man gave him a glance. "Kid, would | bring you here if | intended on killing you? This place is a fucking 
dump. Come stay with me until you can find a better place. I'll help. | know people." 


The kid laughed. "You know people, huh? Next thing ! know I'll be hooked on heroin, doing porn or something.” 
Dave gave the boy a stern look and told him very firmly, "We're going to give that key back and I'm going to 
take you home with me. If you're worried, you can always call your parents back home tell them who | am and 
where you will be." 

David's heart thundered so loudly in his chest, he was sure this man could hear it. He was excited over the 
thought of going home with him. The man was gorgeous and David liked the way he was speaking to him but 
there was something foreboding about it all, too. A sense of uneasiness settled into the boy's spine. Without a 
word, he picked up his suitcase and obediently followed the older man out the door. 

Back in the van, Dave asked him, "How old are you, David?" 

"Gonna be nineteen in two months." 


A nod was his reply. 


"How old are you, Dave?" 


"Forty-three." 


"Ah" The nerves returned. This guy is old enough to be David's father. A touch of a grin swept across the 
boy's full, pink lips. 


Dave navigated the van up into the Hollywood Hills, pulling into the driveway of a very large home. Another 
vehicle sat in the circular drive and a water fountain sat in the middle of the drive. There was a three car 
garage on the bottom level of the house and a large deck that wrapped around the upper level. There was a 
pool in the yard and beyond that, a large, green garden. 


"Wow." The boy whispered as he looked around. "This is where you live? You got money?" 


Dave laughed softly. "A little. Come on, I'll show you where you can stay and maybe give you a tour and 


introduce you to Taylor." 

"Who's Taylor?" The boy asked as he opened the van door and hopped to the ground. 

"My partner.” 

"Oh." And that grin returned to the boy's face. 

Inside, Dave pointed out the kitchen, living room, TV room, bathroom. Upstairs, he led David to a guest 
bedroom, making sure to point out his and Taylor's room, too. David set his things down on the queen sized bed 
and looked around the large room that also included an ensuite bathroom. 

"| don't really know how to thank you." 

"We'll think of something. " Dave grinned and winked. "Come on, let's find Taylor.” 

There was a naked, blonde man swimming laps in the pool. David couldn't take his eyes off the strong, lithe 
body as it cut through the water. The older man squatted beside the pool and yelled his partner's name. The 
body stopped and turned. A mess of blonde hair hung in his face as he peered at Dave and then at David, who 


stood behind Dave. 


"Hey, you're home." He grinned and wadded his way across the pool. Dave offered him a hand and all but yanked 


the thin man from the water. 
"| want you to meet someone. | found him for you." Dave said quietly. 
"What?" David abruptly asked. 


Taylor used a towel to wipe the water from his face but did nothing to cover his naked body. "Hi, my name is 


Taylor." He offered the boy a hand. 

"D-David" 

I'm real happy to have you with us, David" 

"Did you say you found me for him?" David turned to the older man 

"Yog" 

"What do you mean?" 

"| mean you are my gift to him." 

David looked wide-eyed from one man to the other as they laughed at him. 

"He is adorable, Dave. | like him." 

"I knew you would. He's just your - | mean our- type." 

"What the hell?" David panicked and took a step backwards. 

Oh, trust us. We're not going to hurt you. In fact, | can assure you that you've be very happy here." 
"Oh really? | think I'd rather go back to that dumpy apartment than be ass raped by the two of you." 


Taylor pulled up short. He frowned at the boy and inhaled slowly. That's when he finally reached for a pair of 


shorts to pull on. 


"Okay, maybe we came ona little strong. David, neither of us will ever force you to do something you don't 


want to do. And in time, your desire to do more for us will grow. We will take very good care of you." 
"But I'm forced to stay here with you, though, right?" 


"No." Dave spoke up. "If you wish to leave, | will call you a cab right now. But we hope that's not what you 
want." 


"Why the hell would | stay when you want to hurt me?" 
"We don't want to hurt you." Taylor moved around David's back, he used one index finger to brush the hair 


away from the boy's neck. "We want to make you feel good." He whispered in the boy's ear, making his knees 


weak. 


"Do you want me to call a cab, David?" Dave asked. 
Taylor's hands crept along the boy's collarbones as his lips touched his earlobe. 


"Or do you want to go take a shower maybe? Wash all that bus grime off. I'll make you something to eat while 
you do that." 


"Y-yeah, a shower would.” He sighed when Taylor's tongue traced the ridges of his ear. "be good. Yeah." 


David leaned a forearm against the glass wall of the shower. He pressed his forehead against his arm. What 
was he doing here? These two total strangers wanted to use him for sex and who knows what else. He wasn't 
a stupid kid. He knew he should get the hell out of there but then, the possibilities were positively delicious and 
intoxicating. Both of these men were beautiful and they were being kind and gentle and they clearly had some 
money. Maybe they would also help him with his music. If he had to trade his body in order to get that help, 
well, it went against the way he'd been raised but he was positive it would be an enjoyable experience. At least, 
judging by the blonde one's incredible body. And even limp, his cock was impressive. David wondered if he'd be 
able to take it. And that created a ripple of pleasure deep in the pit of his stomach. The boy's hand began to 


inch toward his own cock when he decided no. Not that, not right now. 


The toiletries already there and waiting to be used by David were expensive, he knew that much. And he tried 
them all. When his shower was over, he wrapped the thick, bright white towel around his waist and stood in 
front of the modern vanity. More creams and lotions waited to be tried out, along with the expensive hair 


products and hair dryer. 


Over an hour later, he cautiously made his way back downstairs and found the two men in the kitchen, cooking 
side by side. He watched them for a moment, remaining undetected. They appeared every bit of normal. Dave 
was chopping vegetables at the counter while Taylor was popping warm bread into a cloth covered basket. 
Dave nudged the blonde's arm and when he turned, fed him a slice of cucumber. They were sweet. David 
longed to be in the kitchen with them, basking in their obvious adoration for each other. So then why did Dave 
bring Taylor a gift in the form of David? 


The young boy crept closer until he was pulling out a stool to sit down on and finish watching the two men 
cook in the kitchen. 


"Ah!" Dave turned and smiled when he heard the stool being pulled across the tile floor. "There you are. Feel 


better? Hungry?" 
David nodded. 
"Say yes." 


"Yes." 


"Good boy. | hope you found the shower good. Did you find everything in the bathroom?" 
David nodded again. 

"Please say yes." 

‘I'm sorry. Yes." 

"Good. Did you take a moment to call your parents?" 

The boy was about to shake his head when he remembered. He smiled softly and said, "No." 


Dave saw that the boy caught himself and he smiled very brightly. "| want you to call them after you eat, 
okay?" 


"Yes." 


Taylor sat a plate full of chicken and rice and some bread in front of him. Dave placed a large bowl of salad to 


the side of the plate. And then they joined him, one man sitting on either side of him. 
"You smell wonderful, David. Which cream did you use and did you smooth it all over your body?" Taylor asked. 
"| liked the one that said tropical vanilla on it the best. And | did use a lot of it" David blushed 


"Good. That's my favorite, too." The blonde looked him in the eye and David was captivated by his stare. "Now, 


eat. You must be starving." 

‘Oh, | am." The boy replied. 

The men asked David about the school he was going to attend and about growing up in the mid-west while 
they ate. David found himself opening up and talking very happily about his family and his music. He noticed, 
after a while, that his companions offered little about themselves. David learned that Taylor grew up in 
California, an hour south of Los Angeles. Dave grew up in Virginia, right outside of Washington DC. 


When all three men finished eating, Dave asked David to help him with the dishes. While David washed and Dave 


dried and put things away, he also reminded David to call his parents. 
"You may go up to your room and speak to them in private. After, please come back down, okay?" 
"Yes." 


"Very good. Go ahead. | will finish.” 


"Thank you for dinner, Sir." David added the ‘Sir' just to see what sort of reaction it would gain. He was 
delighted when Dave smiled at him. 


"You're welcome. Go on" 


The boy grinned and then turned and scampered up the stairs. As he rounded the corner toward his bedroom, 
he overheard Taylor tell Dave he had a good feeling about ‘this one: 


David reached his mother and told her very briefly that the apartment turned out to be unsafe and unlivable 
and that he'd met a guy who had a room ‘for rent in his house and decided to take him up on it. He gave his 
mother Dave's name and the address of the place. She asked him a thousand questions, most of which he 
could not answer. David simply told her it was too early to tell yet but so far, everything seemed on the up 
and up. He promised to call again in a couple days and also to leave if something felt wrong about the situation 
When he returned downstairs, Dave and Taylor were watching TV from the large, sage green sectional sofa. 
"David, come and sit down, please." Dave. 

The two men separated some and made room for David between them. 

When he perched nervously on the edge of the couch, Dave asked if he was able to reach his parents. 

"Yes, Sir." 


Taylor smiled and laid a hand on the boy's thigh. "And did you tell them about us?" 


"| told my mother that the apartment turned out to be unlivable and that | met you, Dave, and you offered 


me a room to let in your home. | gave her your name, as you suggested, and the address. Thank you." 
"You're very welcome, David. | know you're nervous about Taylor and me. We really will take very good care of 
you and we promise you that we will never make you do anything you don't want To do. Now, having said that, 


you find Taylor attractive, dont you?" 


David hesitated. He blushed a deep red, his face burned as he lowered his eyes to his knees. The hand on his 
thigh squeezed a little. 


Its quite all right, David. We find you attractive and well, Taylor is beautiful." 
"Yes, Sir." 
"I have a question, David" Taylor spoke up. "First of all, can you look at me?" 


The two men waited patiently, not wanting to overwhelm or scare the boy. Slowly, he lifted his eyes to meet 


the blonde's. 

"Why have you started calling Dave, ‘Sir'?" 

"Well, I because. | think he wants me to. 

Taylor smiled. "What makes you think that?" 

"Because he brought me here to serve you. You both. Right?" 

The hand on his thigh was suddenly cupping his cheek "He's very smart, too, Dave. Oh, you did so well” 
"David, are you okay with this arrangement?" Dave softly asked 

"So far. But there's something you need to know about me” 


Taylor's other hand now laid against his other cheek and slowly steered his face back toward him. "I think we 


already do. It's okay." 

"Yes, Sir. Thank you." 

The blonde smiled as he leaned in and pressed a kiss to David's forehead. And that was it. He pulled back and 
dropped his hands from the boy's face. One of them slid into David's and held it loosely as Taylor leaned back 
against the couch. He turned his attention back to the TV and so David settled back also. The gentle touch 


from the blonde plus the nearness of Dave relaxed the boy and soon, he was snuggled against Dave's side, 
snoring softly. 


"Dave! He's so sweet and beautiful" Taylor whispered as he brushed a hand through the kid's hair. 


Dave smiled as he picked David up in his arms and cradled him as he brought him upstairs to his bed. 


His Fate Is Sealed 


The crisp, cool sheets and fluffy down duvet felt like heaven to David. When he awoke and remembered where 
he was, he pulled the covers around him and curled into a ball, giggling to himself. After a moment, he was 
filled with the desire to find Dave and Taylor and bid them good morning. The alarm clock on the bedside table 
read 9:20. He noticed a bathrobe laid out at the foot of the bed that was not there yesterday. In fact, he 
didn't recall getting into the bed last night. But he got up, used the bathroom, brushed his teeth and then 


pulled the plush robe on over his shorts. 

David opened his door and, at first, it appeared the house was silent. Perhaps Dave and Taylor were still asleep. 
But the smell of coffee brewing hit his nose in the most pleasant of ways. He followed it down to the kitchen 
and found his new companions cooking together once again. He stood, rubbing his eyes, when Taylor turned and 
spotted him. 

"We're going to have to put a bell around your neck, kid. You walk around here way too quiet. Good morning. 
How did you sleep?" Taylor smiled and rounded the counter. He approached David and did not hesitate when he 
pulled him into a hug and kissed his mouth. 


Just as David's hands raised to clutch Taylor's shoulders, the blonde moved away, leaving him dizzy. "Uhh. 


Slept really good. So good, | didn't remember where | was when | woke. Thank you for the robe, it's very nice." 
"You're welcome. Sit down, coffee?" 
"Yes, please, Sir." The more he said it, the more natural it felt. 


Dave set a mug of coffee in front of David and then followed with a plate of french toast and turkey sausage. 
"You start classes tomorrow, right?" 


"Yes, Sin 

"Are you ready? Do you need anything?" 

"Im ready. No, Sir. | dont need anything” 

"Good boy. Will you give your instructor the phone number here?" 

"Yes, Sin 

"Kl stop talking now so you can eat" Dave smiled and ran his hand over David's hair 


"Thank you, Sir." David smirked and tucked into his breakfast. 


David and Taylor cleaned up the kitchen while Dave left for the day. 
"What do you want to do today?" Taylor asked. 

"What would you like to do, Sir?" 

"Are you sure you're ready for classes tomorrow?" 

"Yes, Sir." 

"Then let's have fun! Wanna go for a swim?" 

David's eyes lit up. 

"That's a yes?" 

"Yes, Sir." 


And suddenly, Taylor's body was pressed against David's back, his mouth had found his neck. "David, you're so 


gorgeous. Come on, let's go in the pool.” 
He took David's hand and led him outside. 
"But | need a suit. | have one upstairs." 


"No, you don't." Taylor untied the robe and pushed it off the boy's shoulders. And then his hands were on 
David's hips. His lips on David's lips. 


"Uhh." David grunted when Taylor released his mouth. 
"Are you ready for this?" Taylor asked. 
"Uh, Sir, are you going to..2" 


"No, David. Not until you're absolutely ready. Today, we'll just play. No pressure, | promise." Taylor laughed and 
stripped his own clothes off. 


The kid blushed when his eyes settled on Taylor's semi-hard cock 


"Don't blush. Yeah, you did that. You're so beautiful” The older man grabbed David's hand and pulled him into 
the pool with him. 


They laughed and splashed and chased each other and wrestled in the water. Taylor teased the boy until David 


was trying to catch Taylor and pull him into a kiss. The older man eluded the boy and pulled himself out of the 
water. He stood on the edge of the pool and grinned at the boy below him. 


"Come on out, kid" He extended a hand to David and all it took was the one hand to pull the boy from the 


water. They stood, dripping, on the concrete, arms around each other. "Do you want to kiss me?" 

"Yes, very much." David blushed, eyes cast down, staring at Taylor's feet 

A hand landed softly across David's cheek. ‘Look at me when you answer me 

"Im sorry, Sir’ 

"Kiss me 

David's hands slid along Taylor's forearms until they reached his elbows. Using them to draw the man closer, 
David's eyes fluttered closed as his lips gently touched the older man's. When Taylor mildly reciprocated, David 
grew frustrated and tried to deepen the kiss. Only to receive that light slap again 

"My pace. Do you understand me?" 


"Yes, Sir." Shameful, confused eyes met Taylor's steady, butterscotch gaze. 


Long, tender fingers whispered over David's wet chest and stomach. Taylor's gaze dropped to David's erection 


and he grinned. 

"Virgin, right?" 

It took all of David's strength to keep his eyes on Taylor when he whispered, "Yes, Sir." 
"Do you want me to stop touching you?" 

"No, Sir. 


"Good boy." And the older man's fingers wrapped around David's cock. With gentle, slow strokes, he also leaned 
in and kissed David's neck. His free arm wrapped around the boy's back and pulled him into a tight embrace. 
The sensation of this man's hand on him, his lips kissing the sensitive skin of his neck and the general nearness 
of him all sent David over the edge and he stiffened, keeping his jaw locked. A muted grunt escaped his lips as 
he came into Taylor's hand. 


"I'm sorry! I'm so sorry, Sir! | never - ' 


Taylor cut him off with a sweet, gentle kiss to the corner of his mouth. "It's perfectly okay, baby. Did you 
enjoy it? How did it feel?" He led the boy to the patio chair and handed him another of those thick, bright 


white towels. 

David almost didn't want to use it, afraid he would ruin it. "I did enjoy it. It felt really good" 

"Good. Now, take a nap if you like. Put your robe back on if you want so you don't sunburn" 

"Thank you, Sir. Um, where are you going?" 

| have things to do." was all the response David received Taylor made a quick exit, leaving the boy alone. 


Which is the last thing he wanted, truthfully. 


The sound of a vehicle in the drive roused David from his nap. He assumed it was Dave arriving home. 
Forgiving the fact that it made him appear like an eager puppy, he rounded the house and waited at the edge 
of the driveway for his companion. 

"Hey." David smiled and waved when Dave slid from the driver's seat of the van. 

"Hi. Dave smiled. He walked right over to David, wrapped an arm around the boy and pulled him into a kiss. 
The boy's knees gave out and he had to lean into Dave for support. 


"Okay?" The older man laughed softly. 


"Yes, Sir. Thank you." David met that dark chocolate gaze and felt his heart hammering. There was definitely 


something about Dave that made the boy feel warm and safe in his embrace. 

"Where is Taylor?" 

"| don't know. We were swimming and then he said there were things he had to do so he left me outside." 
"Let's go in and find him, okay?" 

"Yes, Sir." 

Dave took the boy's hand in his and walked into the house with him. He called his partner as they searched the 
house. They found Taylor asleep in the bedroom. Dave grinned and held his index finger to his lips, indicating 
David should be quiet. Dave crept toward the bed and climbed on top of Taylor. He swept the blonde hair from 
his neck and kissed him. David felt a pang of sadness. Taylor had taken a nap, too, but did not invite David to 


join him. Left him outside like a dog. A puppy, in fact. 


"Wake up, sleepy head. Its nearly dinner time." 


Taylor groaned and tried to bat Dave away. 
"So what did you and your toy do while | was away?" Dave hissed into his lover's ear. 
"| jerked him off" 


David stood still, having to listen to this and he grew embarrassed and nervous, even a little angry at Taylor 


for telling Dave that. Angry at Dave for being called a toy. He took a step toward the door when Dave growled. 
"Do not go anywhere, toy! You will stand there and watch." 


David turned back and lowered his gaze to the floor. In an instant, Dave was standing before him. His face was 


clutched in Dave's strong fingers. 
"| said you will stand there and watch." 


"Yes, Sir." The boy whispered. He could feel the sting of shameful tears spring to his eyes as he met Dave's 


stare. 


The older man's grip on his face immediately softened. He rubbed his thumbs across David's cheeks. With a 
kiss pressed to the boy's forehead, Dave whispered, "Get naked, please." 


"Sir?" 


"Please, David, take this robe off. Nobody is going to touch you but you. I'm going to make love to Taylor and | 


want you to watch us and touch yourself" 

"Please, Sir. | can't" 

"Why not?" 

"LI just can't! 

"Are you embarrassed of your body? Or that Taylor and | turn you on?" 

"Yes, Sin” 

Behind Dave, Taylor slowly stood from the bed and took his clothes off He padded across the room and stood 
behind Dave, reaching around him to the buttons on his shirt. Dave let Taylor undress him slowly, never taking 
his eyes from David's. As more and more of Dave's body was exposed to him, David could feel his erection 


growing. 


"David, please. Let me see your beautiful body." 


"| already saw it. And it is very beautiful" Taylor whispered in his lover's ear, dark hazel eyes watching David, 


lips and tongue flicking against Dave's earlobe. 


This would be how David forever saw his Masters after this. Taylor was the seducer, the mysterious one. 
Dave was the father figure, the nurturer and coaxer. When Taylor excited him and made him want to jump 


headlong into new things, Dave was the one nearby who made him feel comfortable about it. 


David's eyes remained transfixed on Dave's as he untied the sash on his robe. As he pushed it off his 
shoulders and pulled his arms out of the sleeves, allowing it to fall to the floor, Taylor was pushing Dave's 
jeans down his legs. The pair stood in front of each other in only their shorts. When Taylor's fingers slid into 
the waistband on Dave's shorts, David's fingers clutched his own. He even smiled a little when Dave raised an 


eyebrow at the tent in David's. 
"Do you want to touch me, David? You may. | will not touch you without your permission" 
"| want to watch, Sir’ 

"Okay. Another time” Dave turned and brought Taylor back to the bed 


He positioned the blonde on his knees and elbows, ass high in the air, perched at the edge of the bed. With one 
last glance at David, Dave removed his shorts and hunched over a little, giving the boy a nice view of his bare 
ass. He went to work, licking and kissing the sensitive, wrinkled ring of flesh around Taylor's entrance. He kept 
one hand on Taylor's ass and with his other, he stroked his lover's cock. Intentionally, he ignored David behind 
him. He knew that Taylor had already conquered him, somewhat. He also knew that Taylor had that way about 
him. He could command the boy easily. Dave could command the boy easily, also, but Dave wanted to encourage 
the boy to serve without needing commands. And in order to achieve that, David needed to feel comfortable 


and at ease. 


Taylor groaned and squirmed, wanting more of Dave. "David, come over here to this drawer and get the bottle 


of lube for Dave." 


David froze. He didn't want them to see that he had dropped his shorts to the floor and was slowly and quietly 
playing with himself. 


"David, please." 


"Yes, Sir." He whimpered and very quietly walked around the bed and pulled open the drawer that Taylor 
indicated. 


"Oh." Dave sighed at the sight of the fully nude boy. 


"Hot, isn't he?" Taylor grinned over his shoulder. 


"David, honey, stand right there, please." Dave asked him as he slathered a generous amount of lube on his 
dick As he entered Taylor, his eyes met David's once again. Taylor was good. Really good. Nobody in Dave's life 
had pleased him the way Taylor had. But David.. fresh, innocent, pure. That thought spurred Dave to push into 


Taylor harder and deeper, causing him to cry out. 
Taylor reached a hand toward David, who didn't think twice about taking it. The blonde pulled him onto the bed 
in front of him and held him close, nuzzling his face against the boy's stomach. David still watched Dave but 


allowed the blonde to hold him and snuggle him. But when Taylor's mouth closed on his cock, David hissed and 


jumped. Two older, larger, firm hands held his hips down. 

"Sir, please!" 

"Say Master. Call me your Master" Taylor grunted and immediately returned his mouth to David. 

"Master!" He panted. He gave Dave a panicked look. "Please don't do this." 

"Taylor, he doesn't want it. Let him go." 

"He wants it. Don't you, David?" 

The brunette had stopped moving inside of Taylor and waited. The boy's eyes darted between Dave and Taylor. 
He did want it, if he was being honest. But he was terrified. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath. Without 


opening them, he said softly, "Yes, Master. Please." 


His fate is sealed 


He is learning fast. 


Dave insisted on dropping David off for school. They sat quietly in his van out in front of the building. 

"David, | fear that you are unhappy. After last night, | am worried that this isn't something you can handle." 
The look of worry in his Master's eyes as he gazed at him broke David's heart. He didn't understand 
everything that was happening around him and he didn't understand the feelings that stormed in his heart but 


one thing he did know was that Dave cared about him and he cared for Dave. 


"Sir," He began slowly. "To be honest, | don't know if | can handle it either. But | would be very happy if you let 
me keep trying.” 


When Dave smiled, the boy's heart sang. Another piece became clear to him then He would do anything to get 


that smile from Dave. 
"I will pick you up at three." 
"Thank you, Sir." 


As David was pulling open the door of the van to go home, one of his new classmates, a kid named Tuck called 


him. 

"Ellefson, who's that, your uncle?" 

"Nah, this is my M-..my father's friend, Dave." 

David continued to climb in when Dave hissed, "Introduce me to your friend, David" 
"He's not my friend, | just met him in class." 

"Now, David" The older man's intense glare startled David. 

"Dave, this is Tuck. We're in class together." His voice was shaky and quiet. 

"Good to meet you, Tuck. Hope to see you again" 


David sulked on the way home. He sat hunkered down on the seat and his arms crossed over his chest. "Why 
did you yell at me? | made up the best excuse | could think of" 


"| didn't yell at you. | simply wanted to know who your friend was." 


"But | don't even know him! He isn't my friend!" 

"David." 

"Sir, what if he heard you? Now he's going to think you just boss me around!" 
"David." Dave tried again, a little louder. 

"That's really all you wanted, isn't it? Just a slave kid to boss around." 

With that, the boy received a hard backhand across his cheek. 


"We may be new to this here but | know you know better. If you have a complaint, you voice it in a mature, 


reasonable conversation" 


David's eyes stung. He had never expected Dave to raise his hands to him. He assumed he and Dave had an 


understanding. He and Dave had a bond. 

"Yes, Sir." 

After a few moments, David spoke up again. "Sir?" 
"Yes, David?" 

"Would you mind if | went to school by myself?" 


Dave's lips twitched. He wanted to smile for he knew this was coming. David was, after all, still a teenage boy. "| 


will consider it and let you know in the morning.” 

The boy sounded dejected when he said, "Thank you, Sir." 

"David, | want you to do something for me." 

"What?" 

"When you feel up to it, | want you to give yourself to Taylor." 

"What?!" The boy shifted uncomfortably in his seat, panic beginning to bubble in the pit of his stomach. 
"Take him into your bed. Give him your virginity." 


"Sir, | - |, please.. " David stuttered. 


"You are his, after all. | know you and | have become close and I'm glad. But | brought you home for him. It's 


only right that you become his entirely." 

"But l'm not ready!" 

"I know. When you are ready, you will be his. Not mine." 

"Sir." David groaned. How could he tell his Master he had yearnings for them both? 

‘Its the right thing, David." 

"But Il want you both." He inhaled deeply and met Dave's glance. 

Dave made no reply but simply reached across the van and took David's hand. 

At home, David took his things up to his room and changed his clothes. He and Taylor prepared another green 
salad while Dave grilled steaks. The three sat outside on the patio and ate this time. Dave had a bottle of beer 
in front of him, at which David kept glancing. 

"I find out you nick a few beers without us knowing, you will be sorry." 

"Yes, Sir. | was just wondering if you drank often. And Sir, do you drink?" David turned to Taylor. 

"No, David, | don't. And he does fairly often but not enough to concern you." 

After the kitchen was cleaned up, Dave and Taylor grinned at each other. 

"David, can you go get your bass and bring it down here?" Dave asked the boy. 


"Yes, Sir." 


When he returned, Taylor led him to the door leading down the stairs into the garage. Dave followed. There 


was a room in the back of the lower level that held a small recording studio. 

"You know by now that T and | are fairly comfortable. This is how we got that way." 

David stepped in and looked around. There was a drum kit set up against one wall. Another was lined with 
various guitars sitting in stands. A wall of glass cut the room in half and on the other side sat a sound board. 
He took it all in with a smile on his face. 


"That's why you picked mel” The boy exclaimed. "You saw the case in my hand 


"I told you he was a smart one." Taylor laughed. 


Dave met the boy's happy stare and smiled. He moved across the room and wheeled out an amp for David to 
plug into. 


"Play for us." 

"Oh." David frowned. 

"What?" 

"l'm not good." 

"I'm sure that's not true. Play. Taylor and | might join in" 

David opened his mouth to argue again but caught himself. There was no use telling his Masters no, not if he 
didn't want to be smacked again So he laid his case down flat on the floor and crouched down in front of it. 
Inside was his prized possession, a sleek, black BC Rich Warlock five string. He took the scrap of red velvet he 
kept laid over top of the body and rubbed it softly before lifting the guitar up, out of the case. 

Dave and Taylor grinned at each other as they watched the boy ministrate to his obvious beloved instrument. 
"David, that is a beautiful guitar." 

"Thanks, it was a gift from my parents when | graduated high school a couple months ago." He stood and 
slipped the strap over his shoulder and then took the cord from sitting on top of the amp and plugged it in. He 
picked up a pick that was randomly laying on top of another speaker. Initially, he glanced at the two men 
bashfully but as soon as he picked a few chords, he was lost to it. 

The older man glanced at each other. They could tell David had a natural talent and a glaringly obvious passion 
for his music. Slowly, Taylor made his way to the drum stool and Dave picked up an acoustic. When Taylor 
gave his kick drum a hard hit, David glanced up and grinned. 

David slept peacefully in his own bed, dreaming of playing in a band with his Masters. He woke up ten minutes 
before his alarm was set to go off. With a grin on his face and a spring in his step, he met Dave and Taylor in 
the kitchen, breakfast already waiting for him along with a mug of coffee. 

"Good morning! Thank you for breakfast, Sirs." 

"Good morning, David. Do you have a driver's license?" 


"Yes, Sir." 


"Take the van to school today, okay?" 


His smile was ear to ear. "Really?" 
Dave returned his smile. "Really. Be careful and | expect you to come right home, understand?" 


"Yes, Sir!" David flew to Dave and threw his arms around his neck. "Thank you! | won't let you down!" And then 
he kissed Dave, open mouth pressed against his Master's. 


Dave's arms wound around the boy and held him close, returning his kiss, lips wrestled playfully, tongues 


twisted. Dave tasted of coffee and maple syrup while David tasted of minty toothpaste. 
When Dave finally broke the kiss, the boy gazed at him with lust in his dark caramel eyes. 

Dave coughed lightly and whispered, "You're welcome. Finish eating or you'll be late” 

After David left, Taylor gave Dave a lock "You really like this one, don't you?" 

Dave nodded. There was no use hiding it from Taylor and he didn't want to. They agreed a long time ago the 
only way something like this could work was with complete honesty. "I like him very much. He makes me feel 
like | imagine a father would | worry about him and | want the best for him and | feel responsible for him" 
"But you want him, too." 

Dave nodded. 

"Hts okay, babe. He's what we were both looking for.” 


"How do you feel about him?" 


I'm not sure yet. He's sweet and smart and sexy. He seems to really enjoy being here and | know we're not 


fooling him in any way. He knows exactly what we expect of him." 
"But you don't particularly share my feelings toward him?" 
Taylor shook his head. "A toy. That's what you said, right?" 

| did" Dave said sadly. 


Taylor softly laughed and placed a hand under Dave's chin. "This is cute. You're cute. Don't be sad, lover. | just 


don't fall in love as easily as you anymore." 


"Don't | know it" Dave replied with a small smile. 


"What does that mean? You know I'm head over heels for you." Taylor purred as he wrapped his arms around 


his lover's neck. 


Dave gripped the blonde's hips and lifted him to the counter. He pushed his legs apart and settled between 
Taylor's knees. 


The men seemed to fall into a nice, comfortable routine. David attended classes during the day and the three 
of them would practice in the evenings. Occasionally, David would be asked to his Masters’ bedroom and he 


would watch Dave and Taylor make love. 


Each time, he grew bolder. He stripped off his clothing without being told to. He even approached Taylor and 
ran his hands over the blonde's body, pinching his nipples while his mouth sucked on Taylor's neck. When he felt 
a hand wrap around his cock, he groaned and leaned into the touch, not bothering to open his eyes. Just sunk 
his teeth deeper into the flesh beneath his mouth. Taylor grunted and shifted away from him but the hand 
remained, stroking him softly, the thumb rubbing over the head, spreading the boy's pre-come. David groaned 
and finally opened his eyes. He found Dave staring at him and realized the hand that was jerking him off was 


Dave's. 

"Taylor, move for a second, please." Dave pulled out of his lover and laid down on his back. "Get on me." 
Taylor straddled the brunette and lowered himself onto Dave's cock. 

"David, come here." 


The kid pulled his bottom lip in between his teeth as he let Taylor arrange him in front of him, straddling Dave 


as well. 


"Lean forward a bit, let him suck you." Taylor instructed as he pressed a palm against David's spine and 
wrapped the other hand around his stomach. 


David stared down at Dave as he leaned into him, letting his cock slip past his Master's lips. He swallowed hard 
as the sensation of a wet mouth around him and Taylor behind him grinding and bouncing was more than 


enough to send him soaring. 


"Concentrate David, don't come just because you're ready. Hang on to it. Force it back. You can do it” Taylor 


whispered in his ear. 
‘lm trying, Sir. But your dick is rubbing against me.." David panted, causing Dave to choke as he tried to laugh. 
"| know. Imagine, if it feels this good on the outside of your ass, how good it's gonna be inside of you." Taylor 


slid his hand down David's back and wrapped his fingers around his cock He pushed the tip between David's ass 


cheeks and ran it up and down. 


"Sir, please." The boy sighed as his head tilted back. 
"Don't you do it. You hold on. Not yet. Not until Dave tells you to." 
"| can't." 


"Yes, you can" Taylor wrapped his free hand around David's hair and held it tightly. He rode Dave roughly, 


letting his grunts and moans release directly into David's ear. 


"Please, Sir!" He cried when Dave's hand landed on his chest, flicking his calloused thumb over David's hard 


nipple. 


"Nope, not yet. Dave is close himself. See the way his eyebrows are suddenly scrunched together? That's his 


come face. Do you want to come together? At the same time as your Master?" 
"Yes! yes, please!" 


"Ask him. Ask your Master if you can come now" Taylor hissed in the boy's ear as he wrapped an arm around 


David's chest, using him for leverage as he really slammed up and down against Dave now. 
"Please, Master, can | come now?" 


Dave pushed the boy's throbbing cock out of his mouth and replied, "Yes, David, you may." And then he 


himself came with a muted grunt, his hips shot up, slamming into Taylor. 

Before Dave could slide his lips around the boy again, David lurched forward and, with a howl, he released onto 
Dave's neck. He groaned and panted, his chest heaving. The boy's eyes were clenched shut so tightly that there 
were tears forming in the corners. Taylor was running his hands soothingly up and down his back. Purring and 
whimpering, David fell over Dave and nuzzled into his neck. Dave felt a soft, tentative tongue lapping up the 
warm, pearly strings of come, like a kitten lapping up milk. 

"David, do something for me?" The brunette whispered. 

"Yes, Sir, anything for you." 

"Help Taylor get off" 


David lifted his head from the warmth of Dave's body and merely gazed at his Master's beautiful face for a 


moment. 


"You can do it. | want you to." 


"Yes, Sir." He smiled sweetly. He was learning, and fast. 


David slid off of Dave only to turn around and straddle him again, facing Taylor this time. He clutched the 
blonde by the shoulders and pulled him into a deep, long, passionate kiss. One hand traveled down the gorgeous, 
panting body and wrapped slowly around his cock David continued kissing and took up stroking, intentionally 
pressing his now limp cock against Taylor. He gasped into Taylor's mouth when he felt fingers playing with his 
ass. First they squeezed a cheek and then slowly drew softly up and down his crack, once or twice lingering 
around his tight, virgin hole. But he didn't stop exploring Taylor's mouth with his tongue or sliding his hand up 
and down the blonde's shaft. 


"David, | want to come in your mouth." Taylor expected the boy to balk, to get nervous and scared. 


He did not expect the smirk he received as David merely pushed back and lowered his mouth. Now his ass and 
limp cock were dangling precariously over Dave's face, inviting Dave to continue playing with him. He took 
Taylor into his mouth and used his wet tongue to tease the blonde. Never had someone come in his mouth. He 
was fascinated with it, a little anxious but the thought of pleasing Taylor excited him. The way Dave was 
playing with him was exciting as well. He knew he was going to get hard again. Taylor leaned back on his hands 
and thrust his hips back and forth, essentially fucking David's mouth. All while the pair were still on top of 
Dave. Taylor moved one hand to the back of David's head and, with a final, powerful thrust, he came deep in 
the boy's throat. 


David coughed and gagged and lowered his head to Dave's stomach, heaving as he powered through the urge to 
spit his Master's come. He finally swallowed it down, the residual salty yet intriguingly sweet taste on his 
tongue. 

"Okay, kid? You gonna pass out on us?" Taylor ruffled his hair. 

‘lm okay." 

"Turn around here, baby." Dave tapped the back of his thigh and urged the kid off of him. When he slid off of 
Dave and turned around, the brunette pulled him into his arms. He kissed him softly. "You did real good, David. 
Real good" 

"Thank you, Sir." 

"Sleep with us here tonight" 

David lifted his head to look at Dave. "Really?" 


"Taylor, is that okay with you?" 


Taylor smiled. "Yeah, sleep here in our bed with us." He met Dave's glance and gave him a slight nod. His 


partner was falling in love with another and, though there was a slight pang of jealousy, he trusted Dave and 


knew they'd manage to reach a reasonable arrangement. 


David's bed became severely neglected. The three men shared Dave and Taylor's king sized from that night on. 
Every so often, Dave and Taylor asked David to leave them for the night, wanting some time to themselves. On 
those nights, David would lay awake, listening, closing his eyes and letting his hand drift under the sheets. 


He makes a mistake 


The van rumbled into the driveway and rolled into its normal spot in front of the garage. The door creaked 
open, its driver hopped out, the door slammed closed. With his bag tossed over his shoulder and his bass case 
in hand, David bounded up the steps and entered the house. What was waiting for him made his heart skip. 


"Hello." He smiled at Dave who was sitting in a chair, facing the door. A long, slender cane sat across his 


crossed legs. Dave gave the boy a level stare. 

"How was school today, David?" 

"It was good. We, er, we started.started, um -' 

"Were you at school today, David?" 

And the boy knew he'd been caught. Panic set in, then “Sir, l- it was so nice outside and Tuck talked me into ~" 
Dave's chin raised and he looked down his nose at David. "He talked you into what?" 


"Um, we took the van to the beach and went to the arcade and got ice cream." David lowered his chin to his 


chest and the toe of his shoe kicked at the tiled floor. 

"Come over here, please" 

"Sir, [im sorry!" 

"Come over here, please. | will not tell you again" The man calmly said 

David slowly crossed the room to stand in front of his Master. "Where is Taylor?" 
"Do you think he will help you out of this?" 

"No, Sir 

"Take your pants and shorts off" 

When David didn't move, the older man bellowed 

"DO NOT TEST ME FURTHER, TOY" 


The boy whimpered pathetically as his fingers fumbled and could not grasp the button on his jeans. "Master, 


please." 


"Take them off now." Dave seethed. 


David choked back tears as he kicked his shoes off and then slowly, clumsily took off his pants and underwear. 
"Master..." 


"Shush. Come here." Dave grasped the boy's elbow and directed him over his lap. 
David swallowed and bent over Dave's thighs. Now he understood what was coming and a strange peacefulness 


swept over him. Dave was very upset with him and he knew the caning was going to hurt like a motherfucker 


but he was in Dave's lap. The boy let out a purr as he wrapped his arms around Dave's calf and pressed his 


face to it. 

A large, hot hand pressed into the small of the boy's back and the first strike was not with the cane, after all, 
but with Dave's other hand. David yelped and clutched his Master's leg tighter. Another hard, stinging slap and 
he cried out again. 

"Will you skip class again?" 

"No, Sir!" 

"Promise me?" 

"Yes, Sir, | promise." 

"Good boy." And then another, harder slap. 

"Master!" The boy cried. 

"What, David?" 

"Master, please." 

"Please what?" 

"No more, please.” 


"No more? David, my darling, I'm only warming up." Dave told him directly before another brutal wallop. 


And then they stopped for a moment. David felt Dave moving beneath him and looked over his shoulder. He had 


the cane in his hand. 


"You see, David, | know that you enjoy being in my lap. | know that you enjoy my hands on you. So | fear that 


you may act out simply to receive this punishment, which you will interpret as reward. So | need to make sure 


that you do not view this as pleasurable in any sense. Do you understand that, toy?" 
"Yes, Sir.” 
"Good. Now, with that said, | sincerely hope we don't have to do this again" 


The cane certainly did feel different than Dave's open hand. After only two very hard strikes, David was 
sobbing. He'd even tried to wiggle away, at which point, Dave's free hand clamped around the boy's neck. 
Several strikes landed across David's ass and the back of his thighs. Only when David's sobbing had died to 
muted muttering and sniffling did Dave put the cane down. 


The body across his lap was limp, quiet whimpers and mewls came from the head that hung down near his 
ankle. Dave's hands stroked gently down the boy's back, caressing and whispering over the burning, red hot 


welts. 
"Come, baby. Sit up for me." Dave coved softly. 
"Master, Master, why?" David bawled as he let Dave pull him up. 


Even Dave had to choke back a sob that threatened to break loose. The boy curled into a ball in his lap and 
threw his arms around Dave's neck, he nuzzled against the man's throat, little butterfly lips attacked his 
Adam's apple. Dave wanted to carry the boy upstairs and bed him but he couldn't. He remembered his promise 
to both David and Taylor. Instead he stood and cradled the half-naked, broken boy and carried him upstairs to 


the ensuite shower. 

Dave removed the rest of the boy's clothing and then his own. In the shower, he tended to the boy's welts and 
bruises as gently as he could. David stood still and let his Master touch him so softly. His exterior was in 
stark contrast to his interior. His emotions were raging inside of him, confusing him, exciting him. He should 
hate Dave for what he's done to him. He should be angry, sad, remorseful even. And he was, to an extent. But 
he also found himself incredibly turned on and incredibly in love with Dave. 


"Master." The boy whispered, 


But Dave was behind him, running the warm water over his back and ass and thighs. He didn't hear David ask 
for him. 


David grew bolder. "Master?" A little louder. 
"Yes, David?" 


He turned to face Dave. Arms wound around the brunette's neck. Lips pressed gently to his, moving slowly, 


trying to urge Dave to part his. 


"Take me. | belong to you." 


Dave's lips parted then, in surprise. His body shuddered and his eyes closed. David resumed kissing him, kissing 
his lips, his cheeks and chin, his forehead and nose. He pressed his body against the older man's, rubbing his 
cock into Dave's. Dave clutched the boy's upper arms, squeezing too tightly, he was sure the boy would bruise. 


"Master!" The boy whined. 
Dave shoved him back against the tiled wall. "I cannot. You know this." 

The older man turned abruptly and left the shower. David turned the water off and stepped out behind him 
"Master, | love you" He stood on the mat, a dripping, shaking mess. "I love you 


"| know you do. But we already discussed this and | cannot be the one, David" Dave explained without turning 


around. 


"But why? Why can't | decide? You said | never had to do something | don't want to do. And | don't want Taylor 


to be the one. | want you!" 


Dave didn't respond. He couldn't. He knew if he turned around and looked at David, he would take him. He'd lead 
him right to the bed, lay him back and fuck him until he screamed his name. His heart was in a million pieces. 
It killed him to break the boy's heart but he made a promise to always put Taylor before anybody else they 
brought home. 


The boy let out a howl and then ran from the room. Down the hall, the door slammed and he heard muffled, 
choking sobs from beyond it. 


The house was quiet and still over the next few days. David slept in his own bed while Dave and Taylor's bed 
was just as quiet and still as the rest of the house. Dave approached Taylor and discussed with him what 


happened. While Taylor said he was okay with it, everything he did or didn't do spoke otherwise. 


On the day before David's nineteenth birthday, he appeared in the kitchen, soundlessly as always, with all of his 
things packed. 


"| want to leave." He said quietly. 


He Loses 


Dave turned and gave the boy an imploring look. "Please don't, David" 

| have to. Look, in the short time that I've been here with you, | have learned so much. | owe you both a 
wealth of gratitude. But the truth is | don't think | was made for this. | care about you both but we all know 
there's one real connection here and that's dangerous to all of us. Taylor, | - " 


The blonde cut him off. "You're not going anywhere." 


"Yes, | am. From the very start, you told me | didn't have to do anything | don't want to do and | can leave 
anytime | want. Now is that time." He made the mistake of sniffling, lowering his gaze and shuffling his feet. 


This was a power play and he was about to lose. 


Dave glanced at Taylor. "David, please don't go. Can we at least celebrate your birthday with you tomorrow? 
We've made plans. Please stay with us until then.’ 


"Let me take you to school today, okay?" Taylor offered. "I feel like you and | need to have a talk anyway." 
‘0-Okay." The boy stammered. He looked to Dave, who nodded and smiled. 

"Leave your things, I'll return them to your room. Go with Taylor." 

David knew he should thank his Master but he was putting his foot down. He might be the toy and the kid but 
dammit, he knew what he wanted, also. And that was not to leave, regardless of his previous announcement. 
That was to rebuild his relationship with Dave and find some way to forge one with Taylor. So he began by 
taking the blonde's hand as they left the house. 


In Taylor's car, it was quiet at first. Even Taylor seemed nervous, unsure of what To say. Finally, he let his 


fingers drift from the wheel to gently slide into David's hand. 

| want to tell you something.” Taylor began and paused. 

When David look at him, he continued. "I kept you at arm's distance when you first came even though | liked 
you a lot. | found you irresistible. You were cute and smart and had this intangible sexiness about you. | could 
have fallen for you just as simply and quickly as Dave did. You do understand that he loves you, don't you?" 


"Yes, Sir." 


"No. No Sir, not right now. Right now, you are David and | am Taylor. We're talking man to man here. Several 


years ago, we met a kid named Wiley. Cute kid, from the mid-west, like you. Tall, big brown eyes, wavy blond 


hair. Sweet, like you. We invited him into our home and, shortly afterward, | fell in love with him. We were 
inseparable. So much so that Dave spend a lot of nights alone. My relationship with him suffered greatly. | 
even wondered if | shouldn't be with Wiley on a permanent basis and leave Dave. And, a lot like you, Wiley saw 
the danger in the situation He left us. So you see, David, we know about the dangers of bringing you into our 
home and our bed and, ultimately, our hearts. | held back in fear that the same thing would happen again." 


"It did." 


"No, | don't think it did. Dave is not willing to do anything with you that doesn't include me. Or at least inform 
me. But that doesn't mean he does not love you. He does. And | think, if you are willing to give me a chance, | 


will, too. But if you cannot, if your heart has made up its mind, then yes, you should probably leave us." 
The younger man dropped his gaze to their entwined hands. He liked Taylor, there was no reason not to like 
Taylor. He just seemed to bond easier with Dave. But this was reasonable when dealing with two different 


people, right? Could he ever love Taylor the way he loved Dave? 


"Look, why don't you give it some thought. Not in class, though, | don't want you distracted" The blonde grinned 
then. "Think it over and let us know later today what your thoughts are. | will pick you up, okay?" 


"Yes." David said and then he smiled. "Yes, Sir." he leaned across the car and gave Taylor a quick kiss. 


The older man was still sitting in surprise when David got out of the car, smirking to himself as he walked 


toward the building. 

David didn't need to think it over. After two months, that was exactly the thing he needed to hear from 
Taylor. Two things about their arrangement scared and hurt David. One was falling in love with Dave and 
fearing that it would drive Dave away, as it had when he threw himself at the man. The other was the fear 
that Taylor disliked him, not just from the start but now that he'd revealed his feelings for Taylor's partner. It 
was true, he did want them both but he wondered if he could actually feel love for them both. But Taylor had 
promised to try and David felt like perhaps he owed it to them to try also. 


Taylor was waiting when David's classes were over. The younger man opened the door and sat down in the 


passenger seat: 

"Hello. How was school?" 

"It was good. What did you and Dave do today?" 

"Nothing much" Taylor had an odd expression on his face when he steered the car onto the street 
When he navigated in the opposite direction of home, David looked confused 


"Where are we going?" 


"Just figured you and | should spend a little time together. That is, unless you've decided you still want to 


leave." 


"I think we both know | never wanted to." David picked at a stray thread in the seam of his pants. "Its just.” 
He grew tense and glanced out the window. 


"Go on, baby" Taylor urged him gently. 

"You scared me and made me believe you didn't like me or even view me as a person’ 

"| know. That was an error on my part. | didn't want the same thing to happen again" 

"Why did you even agree to try it again, then? If you knew shit would get fucked up, why?" 


Taylor was surprised at the boy's question. It was certainly a valid question, he was just amazed that David 


had the balls to ask it. 

"Because as wonderful as my relationship with Dave is, there's a piece missing. And don't think we didn't try to 
fill that piece with each other. But we failed. And | think you might be the only thing that can fill it. We need 
you, David" 

"You do?" 

"Yeah, | really think we do." 

David grinned and returned his attention to the scenery passing by the window. 

"But you must understand that this missing piece is very specific. Get what | mean?" 

"I think so. There's something inside of me that only feels whole when | fill that missing piece." 

"Yes. You need to get fulfillment out of this as much as we do." 

"| understand" David came to the full realization that perhaps he was made for this. Perhaps it was something 
Dave immediately saw in him, his desire to submit. His desire to serve another. Or two others, as the case 
may be. 

Taylor pulled the car into the parking lot of Disneyland. 


"Disneyland???" David yelled and laughed. 


"Figured you've probably never been here, right?" 


"Well, no, but what about - 2" 

"Dave? Don't worry, he hates Disneyland. Come on" 

David had a grin permanently etched to his lips. He and Taylor did every ride and every attraction, They ran 
from this ride to that ride, like two little kids. Taylor even wrapped his arms around the boy and kissed him at 
the very top of the scariest roller coaster David has ever been on He clung to the man, screaming his head 


off. At the bottom, he was panting, his eyes screwed shut. 


"Hey, its stopped. You can open now." Taylor cooed at him and pressed lips to the boy's forehead. "Baby, you're 
okay. I've got you." 


And then David was giggling. "Psyche! | got you! | got you so bad!" And he jumped from the seat and ran down 
the exit. 


"Are you looking to get spanked again?" Taylor hissed in his ear. 
"Promise?" The boy challenged back. 

"Yeah, | do." Taylor promised and gave him a swat. 

David stopped walking and looked at his Master. 

"Sir?" 

"What?" 

"Kiss me, please?" 


The lanky blonde stepped up to the boy and wrapped his long arms around his back. "Did you have a good time 
tonight?" 


"Yeah, a really good time. Thank you, Sir.” 
"Ill do a better job of Master from now on, | promise." 


David blushed and felt his heart hammering in his chest. "Master." He sighed as his fingers knotted in Taylor's 
blonde hair. 


The older man dipped David until he was laid out horizontally with only Taylor's arms to support him. He gasped 
and tightened his grip on the golden locks in his hands. 


Taylor's mouth landed on his and caught him in a deep, heated kiss. 


It was very late when the pair returned to the house. Dave was stretched out on the couch, TV remote in 


hand. 

"Did you two have a good day?" 

"Yeah, | think we did. David?" 

"Yes, Sir." 

"Good. I'm very happy to hear it. David, um, will you be staying with us?" 
"Yes, Sir." He smiled at Dave and took a step toward him. 

"Come on, then. Kiss me goodnight. Tomorrow will be a big day." 


David grinned wider and threw himself into Dave's waiting arms. "Sir, | love you. | never wanted to leave but | 


was so confused." 
"I know, baby. Thank you for staying.’ 


The boy leaned back and locked his gaze with the taller man. He waited for Dave to lean into him and press his 


lips against his own. 

"Sleep well, David" The older man tried to turn away. 

"Master!" David scolded him. "Kiss! Now!" And tightened his embrace around the man. 

"Brat. Taylor, | don't think we are quite prepared for this one's sass." 

"We can always beat it out of him." Taylor purred as he wound his arms around David from behind. 
Now the boy had one man in front of him and one man behind him, he swooned. 

"Masters." 


Dave laughed as he pulled David into a kiss. After he released David, he reached past him and pulled Taylor to 
him. They trapped the boy between them and continued into a deep, passionate kiss over David's shoulder. 


"Time for bed?" Taylor panted. 


"Definitely time for bed. David, go to your room." Dave spoke without so much as glancing at the boy. 


The three pulled apart. As much as David wanted to join them, he was beginning to understand the dynamic of 
the house better and knew that, for the health of each relationship, Dave and Taylor needed time without him. 


"Goodnight, Masters. Thank you very much for taking me to Disneyland. | had a really awesome time." 
"Sweet dreams, kid. You're welcome." 


David laid on his back in bed. His hands tucked under his head as he stared at the ceiling. He replayed the 
entire day in his mind. This morning he was ready to walk out the door, no idea where he was going to go. But 
he had (sort of) convinced himself that this was not the life for him. He had to admit it was a strange 
lifestyle choice to make. Living with two men who were old enough to be his father. Loving those two men and 
submitting to them. He understood what submitting meant, he knew his life was theirs. He knew that most of 
the decisions surrounding his life would be theirs to make. Not his. While some would find that unacceptable, 
David found it relieving. As long as they let him have his music and as long as he could express himself to 
them, he was relieved to have everything else cleared away for him. He also understood that submitting meant 
perhaps more punishment, more spanking, more caning. He didn't need to reason with himself over that, the 
fact that the mere thought of it made his cock twitch was good enough reason for him. He didn't know how 
long this would last. Perhaps forever. But he had finally found peace in his decision and it brought him a great 
amount of comfort and clarity. Love them both and earn their love. It was as simple as that. 


He was a boy. 


The boy was like a child on Christmas morning. It was his nineteenth birthday and he was spending it with Dave 
and Taylor. They'd already told him they made plans so he couldn't wait to see what those plans were. David 
threw back the covers and stretched, letting out a loud groan in the process. Perhaps tonight should be the 
night he gives a gift of his own He grinned over the thought as he shuffled into his bathroom. 

As soon as he opened his bedroom door, the smell of coffee tickled his nose and he smiled. His Masters were 
already up. Which meant there might already be a surprise waiting for him. The boy flew down the stairs and 
into the kitchen. He remembered they thought he was sneaky so he make sure to be extra quiet this time. 

"I heard the water running. He's awake. Should be around any minute." Taylor said. 

"Make sure to put the pancakes smiley face up." Dave replied. 

And at that David, giggled quietly. 


"Hey. Are you sure we're doing the right thing, Dave?" 


David's heart beat a little faster, waiting for Dave's response. If he said no, David was sure his heart would 


shatter. 
"What? Too much?" 
"Well, yeah. Eggs AND pancakes, too?" 


With that, David released the breath he was holding and gave a little laugh. Taylor heard him and swung 


around. 
"Good morning, birthday boy! Come and sit, we made a special birthday breakfast today!" 


David walked right past the stool at the counter and into Taylor's arms. He pressed a kiss to the blonde's 
cheek. 


"Thank you, Sir." 
He then turned to Dave and embraced him. He kissed his cheek and said thank you to him as well 
"Did you sleep well? You seem very energetic this morning.’ 


Its my birthday and | get to spend it with you two. My gorgeous Masters. Why wouldn't | be happy?" 


Dave and Taylor exchanged glances. 
"Happy birthday, David. Enjoy!" Taylor finally told him before setting a plate full of breakfast in front of him. 
"You really are too good to me. Why do you cook this big, lavish breakfast for me every day?" 


"Because it's the most important meal of the day and with school and everything going on, you need a nice, 


filling meal every morning." 

"And this." Dave placed a small, gift-wrapped box on the counter in front of David. "You need this, too." 
The boy's smile was a mile wide. "What is it?!" 

"Guess you have to open it to find out" 


He dropped his fork and picked up the package. David tore into the paper, letting it fall where it lie. He lifted the 
lid to reveal a black leather braided necklace. David lifted it from its bed of red satin. 


"Masters." He gasped. There was a sterling silver O ring in the front, surrounded by a horn shaped, scroll 
designed tip on either side that the braided leather fit inside. Attached to the clasp in the back was a small 
oval tag that was engraved, "Property of Dave Grohl and Taylor Hawkins". 

"What do you think?" Taylor asked. 

David did not respond right away. He brushed a finger over the words on the tag. 


"The tag will be in the back. Covered by your hair, nobody will see it" Dave spoke up. 


David glanced up at the man and saw the hopeful expression on his face. He then looked at Taylor, who cocked 


his head and raised his eyebrows. Without a word, he held it out to Taylor and then swept his hair to the side. 
"You like it? Its your new collar.” 
Inexplicably, David felt his throat tighten. He could only nod and choke out, "Thank you, Masters." 


"Once this goes on, David, we will not want it to come off." The blonde said softly as he clasped it around the 


throat of the boy. 
"Neither will |, Sir." Replied the boy as he clasped Taylor's hand and brought it to his lips. 
Dave handed him the keys to the van. "I'm trusting you again. Please do not let me down" 


"| promise.” David met him with a level stare. 


The older man pulled him into a hug. "Happy birthday, my darling. We might have more surprises when you get 


home." 
David was weak in the knees over Dave's words. And even weaker when he kissed him. 


He proudly displayed his collar by unbuttoning his shirt one more than normal and holding his chin high as he 
walked from class to class. His friend, Tuck, commented on how rad it looked. 


‘It was my birthday present from Dave and his partner, Taylor.” 


"Very cool. And he lets you use his van, too? This guy is only your father's friend? He seems pretty generous 
To you" 


"He's a very good family friend. He's like my favorite uncle, you know?" 
"He expect anything in return?" Tuck asked and flicked his eyebrows. 

"No! | told you he has a partner. 

"So?" 

"Shut up, Tuck" 

"Wanna get an ice cream after class today?" 

"l cant. | have to go right home. They planned a special dinner and stuff." 
"They really do like you. Interesting." 

"Shut up, Tuck" David grumbled a second time. 

His friend giggled. 


A little after three o'clock, David parked in the drive. Taylor was the only one home. David found him in the 


studio downstairs. 
"Hello. How was school?" 
It was good. | have to work on an original composition as my final piece. Its due in three weeks." 


"Have you given it any thought?" 


‘No, not yet" 

"If you need any help, let us know." 

"| will. Thank you." 

"Bet you're wondering what else is going on today, aren't you?" 

David's face reddened and he grinned. "No, Sir." 

"Yes, you arel" Taylor laughed as he pulled David into him with one arm and used the other to tickle the boy. 
He laughed and squirmed. "Master!" 

"IIl give you a hint. You should go up and get yourself cleaned up and dressed nicely. Dave will be home soon 
and we have reservations. Also, something came in the mail for you today. Postmarked Minnesota. It is sitting 
on Dave's desk in his office." 

"My parents!" The boy yelped and turned to scuttle up the stairs. 

"Hey! Come back here" Taylor bellowed after him. 

David stopped in his tracks and turned back. 

"Come here." 

The boy understood what Taylor was doing and so he leaned into him and kissed him. "Thank you, Sir." 

"You're welcome. Now, go." 

He picked up the box from Dave's desk and took it with him upstairs to his room. Sitting on the edge of the 
bed, he ripped the tape off the lid and opened it. Inside there was a tin of David's favorite cookies, a wrapped 
box and a birthday card. He put the present aside and opened the card. His mother's note indicated that his 
parents and brother missed him very much and hoped he was getting along okay in California. She asked how 
his classes were and how his new friend, Dave, was working out. The boy's heart panged with homesickness 
when he read the next line. "The entire family will be here for Thanksgiving and I'm sad that you will miss it" 
Then she cheerfully wrote, "All of our love to our favorite second son, Mom and Daddy." 

David stood up and crossed the room. He placed the card on top of his bureau, only then realizing that there 
was a puppy on the front holding a balloon that had the number 4 on it. His mother drew in a I. He laughed a 
single huff and then returned to the bed and picked up the wrapped gift. Star Wars wrapping paper. He would 


forever be that nine year old boy to his mother. But inside the box was a brand new Zoom distortion pedal. He 


squealed and quickly ripped open the box and pulled it out. Then he raced back down to the studio to find 


Taylor in the control room. 

"Master! Master, look!" He was so excited. He held it out toward Taylor with both hands 
"Wow, is that what your parents sent you?" 

He smiled a mile wide and nodded 

"That's a really great gift, baby. 


"I just can't believe how great they are about this, you know? When | first asked them to move here, | really 
thought they would tell me no. But my Mom, she said | have to do whatever makes me happy." 


"She's right" 

"She has always encouraged me to follow my heart” 

"And it led you here?" 

He pulled the pedal into him, pressing it to his stomach and looked down at it. David nodded 

"Go call them and thank them" Taylor said quietly as he pressed a kiss to the boy's head 

"Thank you, Sir’ 

After David's birthday dinner at a very expensive, upscale LA restaurant and more gifts, the boy sat in the 
backseat of Taylor's car and bashfully met the blonde's gaze in the mirror. He looked at the stack of presents 
at his side. Clothes, bass strings, his own set of keys to, not only the van but the house. That one was from 


Dave, of course, and meant just about everything to David. 


Once at the house, David boldly slipped his hand into Taylor's. "Master, will you take me to bed tonight?" He 


asked in a voice no louder than a whisper. He was excited, nervous but also sad about it not being Dave. 


Taylor's eyes grew wide and he looked from David to Dave. The brunette faltered for a half-second but nodded 


his approval. 

"I will, baby, on one condition 
"Sir?" 

"Master Dave must come with us." 


David's heart swelled. "Really?" He grinned joyfully. 


If he wants to. Do you, Master Dave?" Taylor held his free hand out to his lover. 

"Very much." 

The three of them ascended the stairs slowly, Taylor caught David's mouth in a deep kiss before turning to 
Dave to kiss him as well. At the top of the stairs, before they entered their bedroom, Taylor pushed his boys 
together. David wrapped his arms around Dave and kissed him. Dave pressed the boy to the wall and drove his 
pelvis against him. A passionate sigh passed between the two men as Taylor pressed himself against Dave's 
back, brushing his hair aside and attacking the man's neck. He maneuvered both men into the bedroom. 

The older men laid David down on the bed and crawled along either side of him. They lavished him with kisses 
as hands traveled his body, pulling clothes away from him until he was completely naked. Still making him drunk 
with their kisses and licking, each man raised an arm over the boy's head until they clicked a pair of cuffs 
around his wrists, chaining him to the headboard. The boy yelped and gave the cuffs a good yank 

"Masters!" He cried. 

"Shhh. You'll be just fine. We promise." Dave cooed in his ear. 

Taylor, meanwhile had stood up and began undressing. 

"Master, please." 

"Please what, little boy?" Taylor snickered. "Tell me what you want. Do you want to be uncuffed?" 

David felt the brunette's fingers brush gently across his cheek. He shook his head. 

"Do you want Master Dave to get naked, too?" 

The boy wiggled and nodded. 

"What do you say?" 

"Please, Master, take your clothes off." 

"Good boy." 

"And then what do you want?" 


"You, Master." And brazenly, he spread his legs. 


Taylor was shocked. He looked at Dave with his eyebrows arched. "Did the boy drink your beer when you 


weren't looking, baby?" 

David squirmed and giggled. "Now, Master!" 

Dave huffed and gave the boy a somewhat benign slap against his cheek. "Insolent little brat 
The boy moaned and hissed, "Do it again!" 

"Well, | think we lost our sweet, demure David and found horny little slut David instead" 
"Which would you like more, Master?" 

"| would like sweet slut David" 

"As you wish, Sir. Please take me." 


Dave grinned and shook his head as he climbed to his knees and leaned over David's head. He held his cock in 
one hand and pressed the tip to David's closed lips. 


‘Open, you little shit.” 

The boy smiled at his Master as he let his lips slowly open He received the gorgeous cock with pleasure and 
let his master slowly and carefully thrust. Meanwhile, Taylor popped the cap on the bottle of lube and 
smoothed the fragrant liquid onto two of his fingers. 

"Ready, baby? Just my index finger at first, okay?" 

Dave pulled out to allow David to answer. 


His eyes met Dave's when he said, "Yes, Master." 


Slowly, a long, bony index finger was introduced. David squirmed and sighed, the feeling of being stretched was 
amazing. Dave pushed just the head of his cock back into David's mouth. 


"Suck hard with your lips and tongue. Do not bite me. When Taylor pushes, suck down hard" He used one hand 
to pet David's head. The two continued to lock stares. 


The blonde man worked David's hole with one finger, pumping in and out, deeper and deeper until he found 


David's prostate and gave it a gentle stroke. 
David jerked his face away from the dick in front of him and cried out. 


"I think he liked that" Dave laughed softly, continuing to offer the boy gentle petting. 


"Master!" 
"Did you like that, David?" 

“og, more!’ 

The brunettes open palm came across hard on David's cheek. "What do you say?" 
David gasped and whimpered softly before he said, "Please, Sir" 


Taylor smirked and then introduced his middle finger. Two fingers now stretched the boy and he hissed and his 
body involuntarily tried to wiggle away. 


"Calm down, baby. Relax." Taylor used his free hand to press down on David's stomach. "Deep breaths. Dave, 


you're supposed to be helping him up there." 
"Yes, Master. Help me." David grinned coyly. 


The dark haired man gave David another hard slap to the cheek just before he pushed himself back into the 
boy's mouth. 


The fingers that were toying with his tight ass withdrew and a moment later, a thick, slippery condom-covered 
cock was introduced. The boy tensed and squeezed his eyes closed, mouth working against the tip of Dave's 


cock. 


"Relax, baby. Relax. Shhh." Dave pulled out and then arranged himself to lay alongside David. He cooed at the 
boy and stroked his hair. 


Taylor pushed a little deeper and David hissed. "Master!" 


"I know it hurts. Taylor will be gentle with you. It will be over soon. Will it help if | touch you?" And the older 


man reached down and gave David's cock a soft, tender stroke. 


The hissing and wincing turned into mewling turned into purring. Taylor pushed a little more and then slid back 
out. He wasted not a moment before he thrust back into the boy forcefully. Dave's fist was loose around 
David's dick but he kept up his stroking. The kid turned his head and whimpered at Dave, giving him huge, 
sorrowful eyes. Of course, the older man caved and leaned in to kiss David. Taylor took advantage of that 


moment and began a slow, steady rhythm, thrusting in and out of the boy. 


"David, you are so fucking tight. Feels so good!" The blonde hooked his hands under David's knees and lifted, 
holding them wide apart. 


The birthday boy could do nothing but lay back and take it, whining and groaning as Dave's hand squeezed a 
little harder, stroking him faster. 


"Master!" 
"Do you want to come, baby?" 

"Yes please!" 

"Wait just a bit longer. Hold back Really focus on it and keep it back" 

"Please, Master! | can't! 

"No more of that. You can and you will" Dave said firmly and smacked the boy's cheek 

He tried so hard to please the man - men - he loved. But Taylor's last deep thrust found that sweet spot 
deep inside of him. Between that and Dave's jerking him off, he could not contain it any longer. The boy 


screamed out and his body quaked as he came against his stomach and Dave's hand. 


"Master, Master, please. Oh, fuck, please!" He panted. And for the first time since Taylor entered him, David 
cast his pleading stare toward him instead of Dave. 


The man inside of him met his gaze and smiled so tenderly. "You're doing so wonderfully, my darling. How do 


you feel?" 

"Good." 

"Do you want Dave inside of you?" 

"Master?" 

"Taylor?" 

Dave and David both asked at the same time. 
"I know the two of you want this." 


As much as David did want it, he reasoned that, eventually, he would get it. Right now, he needed to let 


Master Taylor know that he was willing to explore feelings for him as well. 


"No, Master Taylor. Tonight, | belong to you." And David brought his knees down and wrapped his legs around 
the skinny blonde. 


"Our boy is a smart one." 


‘Only the best for my baby." Dave smiled and sat up, wrapping an arm around his partner's neck and pulling 


him into a kiss. 


After the three had showered, Dave and Taylor tucked David between them in the bed and lavished him with 
gentle pets and kisses. The boy turned his head to gaze at the dark haired one. 


"Master, | love you. Thank you for a wonderful birthday” 
"You're welcome, David" He paused. "You know, | love you, too." 

He beamed and whispered, "Thank you, Sir" 

Then the turned fo the blonde one. "Master, | love you. Thank you for a wonderful birthday. 
"You're welcome, kid. You know that |. 


"Care for me a lot and someday, maybe that care will turn into love. But for right now, please understand. Yes, 


Sir. | do." David giggled and pressed a kiss to Taylor's cheek. 
"Brat." The blonde took a handful of soft, honey-colored hair and gave it a hard tug. 


David awoke alone in the Masters’ bed. He grinned and pulled a pillow to his chest. Last night was incredible! He 
made love to two gorgeous men. His men. His Masters, who were probably downstairs, making him a feast of 
breakfast. Now that he had reconciled with Dave and managed to form a close, loving relationship with Taylor, 
what else was there? Life, from now on, would be fantastic! David pictured school during the day and sex, a lot 
of it, at night. He envisioned certain nights with only Dave and certain nights with only Taylor. And then other 
rights with them both. 


He learns the importance of instruction. 


"Masters," David began over dinner about a week later. "Do you have a piano?" 

"Why do you want a piano, David?" 

"Well, for my final piece, | have to write something and | wanted to write it on piano instead of bass. | mean, 
writing bass is fun if you want to rattle windows, which | do. But | wanted to try a different angle for my final. 
Even if its shit, | will still pass. | just wanted to take a risk, you know?" 

"Do you think your final composition is the wisest choice for taking a risk?" Dave asked. 


"No, Sir, it isn't. But I'd like to anyway.” 


Taylor smiled. "| can get you a piano, baby. I'll have it for you by the time you get home from school 


tomorrow." 

"Thank you, Sir." He paused and lowered his eyes. 

"Something else, David?" 

"Do you..can |..well, um. 

"What? Speak" 

The boy fidgeted in his seat. "Tuck keeps bugging me to come by. He wants to see where | live. 

"So?" 

"I think he has a feeling." 

"A feeling about what?" 

"He keeps teasing me about you, Sir. He keeps saying you want to get in my pants cause you're gay. And | keep 
telling him that you and Master T are together and you're just being nice to me because our families know 
each other. But last week, he saw the bruises on my arrns.." 

"Do you like this boy as your friend?" 


"Yes, but -" 


"But what?” 


"I am afraid if he finds out..” 

"He won't be your friend anymore?" 

"No, that he will blame you." 

"Blame us for what?" 

"For, | don't know, tricking me or something.” 

Dave let out a loud laugh. "David, darling! If anybody here has tricked somebody, it was youl” 

"ME?" The boy gasped. 

"Yes, you. Making us believe you were just some sweet, innocent farm boy. Now look at you!" 

David blushed and dropped his gaze. "I don't understand, Sir.” 

"You don't? Shall | make you understand, toy?" 

At the word ‘toy’, David's head shot up and he looked at Dave with wide eyes. "Sir?" 

"Clean up the kitchen and when you are done, | want you to go upstairs and take a shower. In the shower, | 
want you to shave all of your pubic hair off. All of it. And when you are finished, you will go to our bedroom 
and sit on the floor, facing the bed. Do you understand me?" 

"Yes, Sir." 

"Good. Go." 


David stood and cleared some of the dinner dishes from the table and carried them to the kitchen 


Taylor stood then, too, and pulled out his phone. "Gonna get working on that piano." He told Dave as he walked 


away. 


The brunette's eyes followed him. He and Taylor had been together a long time. For a few years, they were 
blissful and happy and slowly, they came to realize there was something missing. Not to say their relationship 
wasn't great and fulfilling. It was. It just didn't feel complete to either of them. Until Wiley came along. Neither 
Taylor nor Dave was prepared for everything that went along with bringing a third man into their relationship. 
Taylor fell head over heels for the boy and soon Dave felt completely abandoned. It never should have 
happened like that but all three men were inexperienced. In the end, mistakes were owned and discussed and 


learned from. Wiley gracefully bowed out and went on his way. Taylor still saw him on occasion, in fact, Dave 


and Taylor were invited to his wedding. It was the honorable and respectful thing to do, telling Taylor about his 
feelings for David. David will never know how close he came to losing his home. Dave was prepared to ask him 
to leave in order to preserve his partnership and love for Taylor. When the blonde had told him that David 
should stay, Dave realized that yeah, there was a hole in his relationship and maybe David is the piece that 
will fill it. Maybe he isn't, but one thing Dave was certain about was that nobody will ever be more important 


to him than Taylor. 


There was a large, full moon hanging low in the night sky that could be seen from the picture window where 
Dave sat in their dining room. 


David returned to clear more items from the table. "Hunter's Moon" He softly said as he followed his Master's 


gaze. 
"What?" 


"The second full moon of the autumn equinox is called the Hunter's Moon. At least, that's what my mother 
always called it" 


Dave slid a hand gently down the boy's back and landed on his bottom. He rubbed slow circles. "Miss them, 
baby? Miss your family?" 


"A little, Sir. But I'm very happy here. | feel at home here." 

"You're a good boy. Do you want to go home over winter break?" 

"Sir?" 

"If you want to go home, baby, I'll pay for the flight. Just give it a little thought, okay?" 


"Oh, Master! | don't have to think about it! Thank you so much!" David wiggled his way onto Dave's lap and 
kissed him. 


Dave laughed and wrapped his arms around David's back. "Okay, okay! Come on, back to work, boy." 
"Yes, Sir. Thank you!" 


When Taylor returned, Dave smiled. "Come here, you." He gripped one of the blonde's wrists and patted his 
thigh with the other hand. 


"Gonna have to move some stuff around in the studio, got an upright being delivered tomorrow at eleven" 


Taylor said as he sat down on his partner's lap. 


"We can do that in the morning. | just told the boy we'd send him home for Christmas if he wanted to go." 


"What did he say?" 
Dave chuckled. "He said yes, of course. And then he kissed me." 
"He's a good boy. I'm happy he'll get to see his family. When his birthday package came, he very nearly cried” 


Dave wrapped his arms around Taylor's waist and snuggled him. He pressed his chin against the blonde's 
shoulder. "I love him." He whispered. 


"I love you." Warm hazel eyes gazed down into dazzling chocolate eyes. 
"I love you, too. | promise we're gonna get it right this time." 
"l already know we are. He's the right one for us." 


"Take a little walk with me while he gets himself ready." He pushed the man off his lap and took one of his 
hands. 


They walked out toward the back yard. 

"Been through a lot, you know" Dave started. 

"Yep, seen it all" The drummer smiled 

"Thirk we'd ever get here?" 

‘Nope 

"Me either" He pulled Taylor's hand to his lips. "But | love you. More than you can ever imagine. 

"Me too. Until the end of time, me and you. Regardless. 

"Regardless" 

"Gonna take you out on a date. Give my baby a little romance" Taylor smiled. He stopped walking and pulled 
Dave to a halt. The blonde took Dave's other hand and turned the singer to face him. “That boy in there is 
special and | love him, also. But Dave, Im yours. Always yours. | don't want to fuck this up again" 


"You won't, T. And | won't. | promise you that." 


Taylor smiled and with one hand laid against Dave's cheek, he pulled the older man into a kiss. One that turned 
heated and needy in the blink of an eye. Hands pulled a body closer as lips wrestled and pressed together and 


Tongues playfully lapped at each other. 


When the blonde pulled away and gasped for air, he saw the light inside their bedroom flick on. "Think he's 


ready for us." 
"| didn't tell him to turn the light on, did 1?" Dave smirked. 


The couple stood in the doorway to find the boy sitting cross-legged, hands in his lap, facing the bed, his back 
toward the door. 


"Toy" Dave began. "Was turning on the light part of your instructions?" 
Sir, you said to come in the room and sit on the floor." 

"Yes. What part of that sounds like turn on the light?" 

The boy's shoulders hunched in a little. "No part, Sir." 

"That's right. So why did you turn the light on?" 

"Out of habit, Sir." 

| see" 


Taylor crossed the room and opened the closet. He returned with the cane, a riding crop and a set of velcro 


straps and a ball gag. 

"Stand up, please." The blonde said softly as he gathered the boy's mane of hair in one hand. He loosely 
wrapped an elastic around it and kept a tight grasp of it as the boy slowly stood. "Put your hands behind your 
back, please." 

"Master." David whispered nervously. 

"Yes, toy?" 


| shaved" And he turned toward Taylor to show him his groin" 


Taylor looked down and saw all of David's pubic hair was gone. He was shaved bare. Taylor smiled and turned 


David toward Dave to show the brunette. 


"Well done, boy. You're still getting a good beating tonight” Dave crossed the room and took the cuffs from 
Taylor. "Hands behind your back, now." 


After Dave wrapped the cuffs around his wrists and linked them together, he pushed David down onto his 


stomach. 
"Sir!" The boy gasped when his body bounced against the mattress. 


But Taylor was right there and he slid the perforated, plastic ball into the boy's mouth, attached the strap 
behind his head. David tried to pout and looked at his Master with large, doe eyes but Taylor merely chuckled 
before kissing the kid's cheek 


"We do it becouse we love you." He told David. He stayed curled by the boy's side as Dave took up the riding 


crop. 


After several hard smacks to his ass and thighs, Dave moved up to David's shoulders, turning them red and 
hot from the sting of the crop. David whimpered here and there, wiggling his body, while Taylor cooed soft 
words in his ear and stroked his cheek. Dave put down the crop and picked up the cane. The boy saw this out 
of the corner of his eye and let out a long groan against the gag. 


"This is for not following directions tonight." Dave told him before he let loose with a series of five hard snaps 
of the cane against David's ass. 


A scream could be heard muffled against the gag and Taylor used two hands to pull the boy's head into his 
chest. He held him close while Dave continued, much lighter now. After the last one, Taylor removed the gag 
and wiped the tears off of David's face with two thumbs. David moaned and whimpered and when Taylor drew 
him closer. The boy squirmed and wiggled until he could press his lips to any part of the blonde man. They 
landed on his shoulder. 

‘Love me, please love me, Master Taylor. Please." He whimpered and cried. 


‘Its not my turn to love you, darling." Taylor said softly as he gave Dave a glance. 


The brunette was already pulling his clothes off and a condom onto his hard cock. David looked over his 
shoulder and cried out in happiness, spreading his thighs apart for Master Dave. 


"Please, Master! Yes, please!" 

And his outburst was met with a slap to the cheek. "Shush or the gag goes back on" 

A lubed finger pushed inside of the boy and he moaned softly. David's moans and all of his delicious noises 
were developing a habit of getting under Taylor's skin so the man was soon out of his clothes, too. He laid 


beside the boy and stroked himself slowly. 


"Master." 


"Yes, toy?" 
"My mouth. Want you in my mouth 

"What do you say?" Taylor asked as he slapped the boy's cheek 
"Please, Sir. May |?" 


"Yes, you may." And he used one hand on the back of the boy's head an the other on his cock to guide it into 


David's warm, wet mouth. 


He continued to groan, even with the dick in his mouth, when Dave introduced a second finger. They pumped 


him slowly, twisting and turning, stretching David's tight ass. 
"Baby, I'm going to use my cock now, okay?" 


While Dave fucked the kid and Taylor had his dick in the kid's mouth, the blonde also reached under him and 
used his hand to stroke David. The boy bucked and cried out the word, "Master!" when he released into 
Taylor's hand. He promptly brought the fingers to David's mouth and instructed him to suck them clean. After 
which, he returned his attentions to Taylor's throbbing erection With just a little light teasing with his tongue, 
he brought Taylor to orgasm. Now Dave decided to really work the boy over and his thrusting increased in 
speed and depth. He held the boy's shoulders down against the bed and roughly fucked him. 


"Master!" He grunted over and over again while Taylor stroked his hair and face, wiping away tears. 

"Dave." Was all Taylor had to say and abruptly, the rough fucking stopped and Dave took long, languid, gentle 
strokes in and out of the boy's ass. Finally his orgasm could not be delayed and the brunette slid out of David. 
He pulled the condom off and stroked a couple times until he spilled his come onto David's back 

In the shower, the three of them stood, David between his Masters, as they bathed him and soothed his 
stinging skin. Dave took a brush and ran it through the boy's damp hair afterward. And then the men tucked 
him into their bed. 


The toy immediately rolled toward Dave and snuggled into him, slipping an arm around the man's chest and 


pressing kisses to his neck. 
"Love you so much, Master, thank you." 


"Love you too, my darling. Sleep well. You were a good boy tonight.” 


He Uses Poor Judgment 


"l'Il probably be downstairs most of the night, working on my composition” 

"Okay, | don't know what time we'll be home. You can call either of us if there's a problem.’ 
"What kind of problem would there be? Go, Sir, have a good time. The two of you need it" 
"Are you sure you're going to be okay?" 

"Dave, come on. It's a couple hours and he's a grown ass man. Stop worrying." 


"Yeah, | don't know, Master, | might stick my finger in the electrical outlet or leave the gas on in the stove." 


David smirked. 

"I should spank you for that" 
"Promise" 

"Fucking brat" 


David stuck his tongue out and practically shoved his Masters out the door. He stood in the window and waved 
as Taylor backed the car up and maneuvered it down the drive. 


"Where are we going?" Dave asked his boyfriend. 
“Surprise.” 
"Thank you for doing this. Its nice to get away and just be you and me for a night” 


| wanted to talk to you about something along those lines. Dave, do you think itll ever be okay for us to be 
alone with him?" 


"Like for sex?" 

"Sex, a date, whatever." 

"| don't know. Maybe down the road. Still too early to tell” 
Taylor nodded. 


"Why, do you..do you want to be alone with him?" 


"Perhaps. Down the road" Taylor repeated and gave Dave a reassuring smile. "| worry that, as he grows up, 
he's no longer going to want to be in this role as submissive. | want him to stay with us and | want the 
relationship between the three of us to evolve with the way he grows. Does that make sense?” 

"Yeah, | think so. | understand. We'll just have to take it as it comes and adapt, | guess." 

Taylor had an eight o'clock reservation at Dave's favorite restaurant. They enjoyed a large meal of steak and 
potatoes and salad. Cheesecake with strawberries for dessert. From there, they caught a ten o'clock movie and 
after that, as it was going on midnight, they decided to hit Taylor's favorite beach for a walk and who knows 
what else. 

The pair took off their shoes and rolled up their jeans and walked hand in hand along the surf. No longer did 
either of them feel the need to speak. Everything they felt was conveyed in that simple touch of hand in hand, 
fingers entwined. After a bit, Taylor pulled his hand free and wrapped his arm around the other man's back. 


Dave rested his arm atop Taylor's shoulders and invited the blonde to lean into him. 


Just past a jetty, there was a cluster of rocks that Taylor and Dave knew well. One man looked at the other 


and gave a smirk 
"Wanna?" 

"You?" 

A nod. 


"This is nice. We should do this more often. Make like every Tuesday date night" Dave sighed as he and Taylor 
laid side by side, naked, in the cool sand. 


"Makes us sound like a middle-aged married couple. Need date night to get away from the kids." Taylor said 
with a chuckle. 


"Well." Dave tilted his head 
"Yeah, you're right" 

Going on one AM, the couple got back in the car and headed home. 
RIKER 


"Tuck, no! You can't come over tonight." 


"Why not?! 


"Um, Dave and Taylor went out. l'm here by myself. | don't think it'd be right for you to come why they're 


out." 

"Where'd they go?" 

"| don't know. Just on a date." 

"And they left you behind? Aww, poor David" 

"Tuck, stop! Look, I'll see you tomorrow." 

"What's the address?" 

‘I'm not telling you. See you tomorrow!" And David hung up. 

Five seconds later, Tuck called again. "I'll keep calling until you tell me." 
"No!" David yelled angrily and hung up again 

Three seconds later. 

"Fine! Its 4500 Gable Drive." 

"Wow, that's a swanky neighborhood." 

"Tuck!" 

"Be there in like thirty. Have a beer waiting, will ya?" 

"Nol" 

David raced down the stairs and into the driveway when Tuck pulled up. 
"You're only staying for five minutes. If they find out you were here when they were out, they'll kill me." 
‘Calm down, l'm sure you're allowed to have friends over, geez." 

"You don't understand." 

"Whatever, come on. Show me around." 


David pulled Tuck quickly inside and gave him a very fast tour of the place, starting with the studio. Of which, 


Tuck was supremely jealous. 

"Maybe after they get to know you, you can come and rehearse here, too." David offered, 

And then he showed him the kitchen and the backyard with the pool. Then he tentatively brought him upstairs 
to his bedroom. The bed had sat made and untouched for weeks now. David had even moved some of his 
clothes into Dave's closet in the master bedroom. But the card from his mother still sat proudly on his 


dresser and Tuck immediately went to it and read it. David sat on the bed, blushing, knowing Tuck would tease 


him about it. 

"Your Mom sounds like she thinks you're a baby." 

"She does." 

‘Misses you." 

David nodded. "I'm going home over winter break. Dave bought me tickets." 


"That's nice of him." Tuck put the card back and crossed the room to sit beside David. "This house is pretty 
fucking rad. You're so lucky." 


"| know." 


| think | might be a little lucky tonight, too." Tuck's voice took on a low, husky tone as he placed a hand on 
David's knee. 


"Tuck, nol" David screamed and jumped fo his feet. "What are you doing?" 
"Aren't you gay?" 

"Well, but so?" 

"Didn't you bring me up to your room because you wanted to hit on me?" 


"Nol 


"Are you sure?" Tuck stood up also. He pressed into David. "You want me. | know you do." And he dipped his 
head into David's exposed neck 


"No, Tuck, | .. ahhh." 


"Why don't you ever take this necklace off? You've worn it since the day you got it” 


"L| don't want to." David knew he should push Tuck away. He knew he had no right letting another put his 
hands or lips or anything on him but it felt good. It felt liberating to have another man feel attracted to him. 
And he slowly began to get swept away by Tuck's attentions. Until he felt Tuck turning the collar on his neck. 
"Ah! Tuck, wait, stop!" 

But it was too late. 

"Property of Dave Grohl and Taylor Hawkins?? David, what the fuck is this?" 

"Nothing, okay? Leave it alone. You should go." 

"What the fuck does property mean?" 

"It means | belong to them. Just, please, let it go." 

"You belong to them? Like you're their slave?" 

"Not slave. Tuck, just go." 

"That's some fucked up shit, David!" 

"lts not fucked up! Goddamn, Tuck, go!" 

"No. No way. If you're their slave, you can be mine, too." And with that, Tuck shoved David back onto his bed. 
"No!" David howled and tried to fight the other boy off of himself. 

Tuck immediately flipped him over onto his stomach and dragged his legs off the bed so that David was bent 
at the waist. He used his weight to pin David down. With one hand he held the boy's hands against the 
mattress above David's head. With the other, he took a hold of the collar of David's shirt and ripped it open, 


down his back. Along with it came his collar from his Masters. It fell to the floor with a metallic clang. 


David wrenched his neck to look at it over his shoulder. He groaned. "No." And louder, "Tuck! Stop! Stop this 
now!" He wiggled and squirmed, trying to break free. 


Tuck then used his hand to rip down David's shorts. 
"Mmm, that is a gorgeous ass." He hissed in David's ear. 
"Tuck, don't do this. Get off of me!" 


He had to loosen his grip on David for just a moment while he grabbed at his own jeans, unbuttoning them. It 
was just long enough for David to wrench himself free and push Tuck backwards. What ensued then was an all 


out fight. Tuck was now only intent on hurting David. David was intent on defending himself and getting Tuck 
out of the house before his Masters came home. As David reached for the doorknob to open the door and 
shove Tuck out, he was thrown against the door and all of Tuck's weight landed on his back and kept him 
pinned there. 


"Think it's over, just like that? Think about it, little pet. I'm gonna take that ass and make it mine. Now hold still, 
this might hurt a bit." He hissed into David's ear right before he spit on the boy's cheek. 


When David felt the kid's hard cock pushing against him, he cried out and with the last breath of strength he 
could muster, he pushed off the door, forcing Tuck away from him. David reached for the knob again but this 
time, it was kicked open from outside and Dave stood there. His teeth were gritted, his eyes were on fire and 


his fists were clenched. 
"David, what is going on here?" 
"Master!" And David threw himself at Dave, wildly wrapping his arms around Dave's neck and clinging to him. 


“Tuck. Do you want to tell me why David is naked and crying and why you're standing there with your pants 


around your ankles?" 


"Fucking little slut invited me over and started begging me to fuck him. | was about to when he started 
freaking the fuck out." Tuck dragged the back of his hand across is nose and smeared blood across his face. 


Taylor stepped past Dave and David and grabbed the offender. He dragged him down the stairs and to the 
front door. "If you so much as lay a finger or breath or look in his direction again, | will find you and | will 


fucking kill you. | promise. Now get the fuck out of my house." 


When Taylor returned upstairs after making sure Tuck drove away, he found Dave and David bathing together 
in the master shower. He decided to clean up David's room. The first thing he picked up from the floor was his 
mother's card. The second was David's collar. When Taylor lowered himself to sit on David's bed, he was 
surprised to feel so choked up. He held the collar in his lap and stared down at it, a thumb stroking softly over 
the tag. 


A person he loved had been attacked under his own roof. In his own home. By someone he thought was his 


friend. Taylor's blood began to boil 


He Is Incomplete 


Taylor returned to the master bedroom, still clutching David's collar in his hand. He passed through to the 
bathroom and pulled himself up on the vanity and waited. The shower turned off and the door opened. Dave 
stepped out first and met his partner's eyes. He gave a small shake of his head. David followed slowly and 
Taylor slid to his feet and held open a towel. David just about fell into the blonde's arms. 

"I'm so sorry, Master! | didn't know! | didn't know he." 

"Shh. It's okay, baby. It's not your fault. Not your fault at all." 

"I thought he was my friend” 

"I know, darling. It's okay. He's gone now." 

"David, do you want to put clean shorts on and get in bed?" Dave asked softly. 

"Will you stay with me, Sir?" 

"Of course | will. So will Taylor. You know that" 

Large, caramel eyes looked at one Master and then the other. Both Dave and Taylor recognized what was 
rippling through them. They looked at each other. Could they do that? Should they do that? Was it the right 
thing to do? If they gave the boy what it appeared he was asking for, would it cause more damage? If they 


denied him, would that cause more damage? 


"Masters?" The boy purred. "Take me to bed?" He turned to Dave and pressed his warm, damp body against 


Dave's own wet body. 

"David, are you sure you want that tonight?" 

"Yes, Sir. Love me, please." David whispered as, on his toes, he pressed kisses to Dave's jaw. 

He began to pull the dark haired man out of the bathroom and toward the bed. He laid down on his back and 
pulled his Master on top of him. Dave held himself up on one hand as he swept David's hair away from his 
face. The boy wrapped his legs around his Master's hips, thrusting his pelvis up against Dave. 

"Shh, slow down, baby. I'm here. Taylor's here. Let us take care of you, okay?" 


"Master, please. | want youl" David whined. 


"David, stop. If we're going to do this tonight, we do it our way. Understand?" 


"Yes, Sir." David pouted but he unhooked his ankles and let his legs slide away from Dave. 

Taylor laid on his side next to David and gently brushed his fingers across the boy's cheek. "We will always 
take care of you, baby. You never have to be afraid again. We will protect you. | will make everything right, | 
promise." 

David turned his wide eyes to Taylor and nuzzled into his touch. Taylor leaned forward and gave David the 
barest of kisses, letting his lips softly linger over David's parted lips. The hand slowly traveled down the kid's 
neck, onto his chest. Dave, meanwhile, lowered his mouth to the boy's nipple, sucking on it, rolling his tongue 


over it. David's back arched and he sighed softly. 


His Masters lavished him with kisses and gentle touches, making David feel pampered and loved and valued. It 


also made him aroused and aching for release. 
"Please, Master." He groaned and his hips rose off the mattress. 


Dave had one side of him, Taylor the other. They each raised David's hands above his head and held them 
there while their mouths worked their way down his body. From shoulder to chest to flank to hip. 


"Keep your eyes closed and your hands above your head for us, okay baby?" 

"Yes, Sir." 

Dave spread the boy's legs and hoisted his knees up, pulling his ass up off the bed. He lowered his mouth to 
kiss the fleshy globe of one cheek before moving toward David's entrance. Dave let his lips and beard ghost 
over it slowly. David gasped and squirmed. Taylor had taken up kissing and nibbling David's neck after quietly 
handing Dave the bottle of lube. The dark haired man held it off to the side and used his tongue on the boy, 
licking and lapping and kissing all around his ass before finally pulling back to prepare a lubed finger. 

"David, I'm going to slide one finger inside of you, okay?" 


1 ; |" 
| 
'Yes, please, Sir 


The way he moaned and pumped his hips turned Dave on so much. He gave himself a few light strokes with his 
free hand before pulling out of David to wet a second digit. 


"Ready for more, sweetheart?" 
"Yes, Sir!" 


Taylor's hand trailed down to lightly run his fingers over the smooth, velvety flesh of David's aching erection. 


"Master, please." The boy moaned. 


Taylor was impressed that not once so far had he moved his hands or opened his eyes. He truly had given 


himself over to his Masters. And what Taylor had done will seal the deal for good. 

Dave was now sliding a condom over his throbbing cock. He hooked one of David's knees over his forearm as he 
leaned on one hand against the mattress. He used his other hand to slowly push inside of David. The boy was 
so fucking tight and hot, Dave groaned as he pushed further into him. 

"Master!" David cried. 


"Shh." Taylor coved. "It's only for a moment, baby. You know it passes and then Dave is gonna make you feel 


real good." 

"Please, please, please." The boy panted. 

Taylor was stroking David's cock slowly, matching the rhythm of Dave's thrusting. Increasing in speed, Dave 
threw the boy's legs up on his shoulders and leaned in closer, pushing a little deeper in an effort to find the 
boy's sweet spot. He knew he was successful when David screamed and his eyes shot open. With a sexy little 
gasp, he met Dave's stare and then sweetly let them flutter closed again. The little gesture made Dave's heart 
expand. 

"David, | love you." The dark haired man said softly. 

Taylor glanced up at his partner. 

"| love you, Too, my darling.” Dave smiled and told him, passing a hand through his blonde mane. 

When the two had peaked and collapsed together on the bed, Dave kissed the boy's cheek. David whimpered and 
cuddled against his Master. But only for a moment. He then rolled over to face Taylor. 


"Master, can | give you pleasure now?" 


The blonde smiled and ran a hand over the boy's soft honey-colored hair. "Not tonight baby. Go to sleep, 
okay?" 


David offered his Master a kiss and then immediately rolled back to Dave. Taylor lay on his back, staring at 


the ceiling. 


"But you know he will be there? What am | supposed to do?" David worried as he prepared to go back to 


school. 


"Ignore him, don't go anywhere that he can get you alone. Keep your phone with you. If you think he's following 
you or something, call ‘Il and then call us. Okay?" 


"I'm scared." He admitted quietly. 


"I know you are but | promise, with assholes like that, now that he's been caught, he won't come near you." 


Taylor said and gave David a reassuring hug. 


"Do you want me to drive you, baby?" Dave offered. He received a sharp glance from Taylor for it but his 


heart was breaking for the boy. 
"No, Sir. | can do it" 
"That's a boy! Remember, just call the police and then call us if there are any problems." The blonde said. 


After David left, Dave turned to him. "You're being a little callous with him, don't you think? The kid was 
practically raped right upstairs.” 


"You're being a little soft on him. Every three seconds you're telling him how much you love him and asking if 


he's okay. | think he's okay" 

"Are you .T, are you getting jealous of him? We said this wouldn't happen’ 

"Im not jealous. | know you love him. | love him, too. But we gotta help him get over this" 
"| om!" 


"Look, let's not argue okay. It's fine. You be the Daddy." Taylor smiled and laid a hand on Dave's chest. "I'll be 
the, | don't know, bad cop." 


"Bad cop? T, you're not planning on.?" 

"What?" 

"Are you planning something | need to know about?" 

The blonde smiled. ‘Nope. Nothing you need to know about 

David wasn't okay. Even though it appeared Tuck wasn't coming to class, David was still on edge. A loud noise 
or a body brushing too close to his in the hall made him jump. His hand flew up to his throat, only to find the 


collar that gave him security and peace was missing. When he returned home, he went directly to the studio 


and closed the door. Dave and Taylor could hear the boy banging away on the piano until he was told to come 


up for dinner. 
The men let this continue for about a week until Dave could take no more. 
"David, we want to help you. Won't you please try to talk to us?" 


‘Master Taylor, you said my collar would be fixed. | need it. | need it back now. I'm | can't. know it's stupid 
but | feel naked without it.” He lowered his gaze to his hands in his lap. "Please, Sir. | want it back." 


Dave didn't even know he'd gotten it fixed. Taylor hopped up from the table and ran upstairs. The other two 
looked at each other. Dave pressed his palm to the boy's cheek 


"Will having it back really help you, baby?" 
"Yes, Sir." 


"Then you should have it back" Taylor grinned and held the repaired collar out in both hands. He wound it 
around David's neck as the boy gleefully lifted his hair. 


"Thank you, Sir!" 


Taylor leaned over and kissed David's cheek. "You're welcome, boy. | hope it helps with whatever is going on in 
here." He pressed another kiss to his head 


"You can talk to us about anything, David." The older man said. 
"I know, Sir. It's nothing, really. Just a stupid feeling like something bad is gonna happen again. It'll go away." 


"Well, there's only a week left of school, right? Then you're going to leave us and go home for a bit. I'm sure 


that will help." 


"Maybe." The boy mumbled. 


He Takes His Place 


On the right before David's final composition was due, he asked his Masters down to the studio to listen. 
"Masters, | know | have not let you hear much of this. | wanted to surprise you and | am afraid it might suck. 
My piano was a little rusty when | first started. | started with one little tune that was kind of stuck in my 
head. It grew to a three piece movement. | called it L'agnello che governò leoni. Can | play it for you?" 


"Yeah, David. That would be great. What does that mean?" 


The boy smirked. "Just means The Three Kings." He lied. And then turned to the piano. "Oh, and each movement 


represents one of us. I'll let you guess which is which." 

The first movement began with a very upbeat, happy vibe to it. The two older men watched David's fingers 
move swifty up and down the keys, banging out a quick tempo, rock piece which offered a feeling of joy and 
happiness. 

"That's so you." Taylor whispered to his partner. 


Dave smiled but kept his eyes on the boy's fingers. 


David slowed the tempo somewhat and moved into a sweeping, sweet, whimsical piece where a rich undertone 


was built in the lower register and a melody which spoke of innocence and optimism in the higher register. 
“That's him." Dave murmured. 

“Sure ain't me." 

The happy, peaceful, whimsy slowly came to an end. 

"Last part must be me." Taylor whispered. 

David shot a quick glance in their direction before his hands shifted down a little and he pounded out a loud, 
resounding A flat major chord. The last movement was dark and quick with clipped notes and fast fingers, 
creating a feeling of mystery. 

When David ended the piece with a flourish, the two men could hear a bit of each of the three movements 
and they knew immediately what David was trying to accomplish. He was reminding his audience that three 
seemingly very different pieces of music can blend and become one. Three men can come together and become 


one relationship. 


Dave swallowed the lump in his throat and said softly, "Come here, David, please." 


"Sir?" David questioned as he rose from the bench and stood in front of his Masters. 


It was stunning, baby. You have a remarkable gift and | am touched that you would compose something that 
speaks about us." 


David smiled and pressed a kiss to Dave's cheek. "Thank you. Master, did you like it as well?" 


Taylor slid a hand down David's arm and entwined their fingers. "I liked it very much. You are brilliant and | am 


also touched" 


FKE 


The following afternoon, Dave and Taylor sat in the auditorium, surrounded by other families, parents, siblings, 
and other students. David and his classmates would play their compositions for an audience. Dave and Taylor 
felt so proud of David. How far he had come. From painfully shy and awkward to a confident, poised young man 
with an immense amount of talent. 


When David's name was announced and a sleek, black grand piano was rolled to the center of the stage, the two 
men straightened in their seats. The last three guitar players had just about put them to sleep. There was a 


pregnant pause as David's name was called again. 

"Where the fuck is he?" Taylor hissed. 

Dave shrugged. 

And then they both breathed a sigh of relief when David appeared from the wings. He had a slightly irritated 
look on his face as he peered into the wings behind him and rubbed his sweaty, nervous hands on the thighs 
of his trousers. 

"Stage fright" Dave whispered. 

David squinted under the lights, scanning the crowd for his Masters as one hand flew to his throat to caress 
his collar. But as soon as he settled himself on the bench, he was a composed, eloquent young mon. His fingers 
barely even touched the keys. His piece was over in the blink of an eye and the auditorium appreciated his 
efforts. He received a very long, very full round of applause. 

"David," His instructor met him at the side of the stage. "You took a big gamble doing this on piano." 


"Yes, sir" 


"Well done. You've earned an A on the final and an A in the class. Go home and have a great break. See you in 


a month." 


"Thank you!" 

"Are you bleeding, son?" The instructor looked quizzically at David's palm. 

"A cut from a bass string." David explained. 

"Ah. Well, good. Take a bit of time off to let that heal." 

"That cut's beyond healing now." David smiled and turned to find his Masters. 

They wasted no time taking the boy home, tying him to the bed and rewarding him repeatedly. David was 
blindfolded, laid out on his stomach with his wrists cuffed to the headboard. Dave and Taylor took turns caning 
his shoulders and back and ass and thighs. They did it much, much lighter than they would if it was 
punishment and David found himself purring, enjoying the painful sensations, rather than howling and crying. 
Each delectable lash sent a jolt of electricity to his groin In fact, after some time, he found himself rubbing 
his cock against the bed clothes. 

"Are you trying to get off?" Taylor hissed in his ear as he took a handful of David's hair and yanked. 


The boy howled and said, "No, Sir!" 


Taylor turned his head to the side and David found the soft, smooth flesh of someone's cock pressed to his 


lips. "Open." was the command he heard. 

Just as he licked his lips to wet them, he felt a slick finger dive deep into his ass. It stroked over that 
pleasure spot in David and he gasped around the cock in his mouth. The finger became two and they stretched 
him and grazed his prostate so that in a matter of just three of four thrusts, David's orgasm crested and he 
released a stream of warm come against his own stomach and bed. After that, he was abandoned momentarily 
by his Masters and he whimpered. The cock that was now pressed against his cheek was a different one and 
he realized his Masters had merely switched places on him. 

He eagerly accepted the new cock into his mouth just as he welcomed one into his ass. 

David was left a panting, sweaty mess in the middle of the bed, all three men’s come covering him. 

"He looks beautiful like that." One man said to the other. 

"Good enough to eat." 


"Masters?" 


"Yes, boy?" 


‘| will love you both forever." 

Dave and Taylor looked at each other before they both replied, "We will love you forever also." 

"| did everything for us." The boy said much quieter now. 

"We did everything for you." Was the reply but neither man could have known what David really meant. 
FRE 


David stood obediently by the front door. His bags sat at his feet. He was waiting for his Masters to take him 
to the airport. They stepped slowly down the stairs, both men gazing at the boy. 


"Do you have everything, David?" 

"Yes, Sir." 

"The flight is in two and a half hours, D. We gotta get going." 

Dave gave David a sad look, to which the boy smiled. 

"Master, it is for one month. | will come back. | promise you." 

"We will miss you. Will you call?" 

"Yes." 

"Good boy." 

David sat quietly in the backseat of the car as Taylor drove toward LAX. Each man was lost in his own 
thoughts until they drove up on what appeared to be an accident on the highway running parallel to the Los 
Angeles River. Taylor slowed the car only to find out, it wasn't an accident. They appeared to be pulling 
something out of the water. 


"Weird" The blonde commented. 


A few moments later, a deejay on the radio confirmed what they saw. ".Eyewitnesses called II when what 


appeared to be a human hand floated past them on the river.." 


"Maybe it's a good thing you're getting out of here for a bit, David. Don't want you to get hacked apart" Dave 
said offhandedly. 


The boy smirked. 

There was no point in parking and walking into the airport with David. Security was so tight nowadays, they 
wouldn't get much farther than the ticket counter anyway. Taylor parked the car in the unloading lane and 
turned the engine off. Both men turned to look at David. 


"Be careful and have a good time with your family. Remember that we love you." 


"| love you, too. | will be back in one month and then maybe after that, you can both come home with me 


sometime." 

"You'd want us to?" 

David shrugged. "We'd figure something out to tell them." 

"Play that piece for them, okay?" 

"I will. | love you both but | guess | gotta get going." 

David leaned forward and pressed a kiss to Dave's lips and then to Taylor's. 
"We'll miss you, baby." 

lll be back. Thank you for doing this for me." 

"Hurry home, David" 

FEFE 


"Sir, what are these?" A TSA representative had stopped his bag after it went through x-ray. She pulled out a 


small box. 
"Bass strings. | play bass. Just finished my first semester at the Music Institute" David smiled proudly. 
She opened the box and pulled them out, making a face. "Why is there blood on them?" 


David held up his bandaged fingers. "They push us hard at the Institute. | played so long preparing for finals 
that | bloodied my fingers." 


She quickly stuffed the strings back in the box and dropped them in his bag. "Hope you at least got an A" She 


said under her breath. 


"| did!" 


“Congrats. Go ahead." 
EK 
"Hey, D. | wonder why David left his bass here." 


"Probably has one at his parents’ or didn't feel like taking it home with him only to have to bring it back. l'm 
sure, with the holidays and all, he isn't going to touch it. Plus, thats how we know he's coming back." 


"Are you really worried about that?" 
"Well." Dave smiled sadly. 

Taylor opened the case and was immediately confused. "No strings. 
"What?" 

"He took all the strings off" 

"Maybe he has plans to replace them. Come on upstairs. I'm hungry.” 


As the pair passed through the family room toward the kitchen, a news reporter on the TV indicated that the 


hand found in the river was identified as belonging to a young man named Matthew Tucker. 


